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P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E. 

(Written  by  Mr.  Dryden.) 

W Ere  you  hut  half  fo  wife  as  you’re  fever  e. 

Our  youthful  Poet  fheud  riot  need  to  fear  ; 

To  his  green  years  yettr  Cenfures  you  won  d  fuit , 
Not  hlaft  the  Blojfom,  hut  ex  field  the  Fruit. 

The  Sex  that  heft  does  pleajure  underftand, 

Will  alwayes  chufe  to  err  on  F  other  hand. 

They  check  net  him  that's  Auk  ward  in  delight , 

But  clap  the  young  Rogues  Cheek ,  and  fei  him  right. 

Thus  hearted  well,  and  flefh't  vpon  his  Prey, 

The  youth  may  prove  a  man  another  day  5 
For  your  own  Jakes ,  injlrucl  him  when  he’s 
TouJ  find  him  mend  his  work  at  every  hout. 

When  fome young  lufty  Thief  is  pajjing  hy, 

ITow  many  of  your  tender  Kind  will  cry, 

A  proper  Fellow ,  pity  he  (bond  dye. 

He  might  he  fav'd,  and  thank  us  for  our  pains , 

There's  fuch  a  flock  of  Love  within  his  Feins, 

Thefe  Arguments  the  Women  may  perfwade, 

But  move  not  you,  the  Brothers  of  the  Trade , 

Who  fcatteringyour  Infellion  through  the  Pit, 

With  aking  hearts  and  empty  Purfes  jit , 

To  take  your  dear  Five  Shillings  worth  of  Wits 
The  praife  you  give  him  in  your  kindeft  mood, 

,  Comes  drilling  from  you ,  juft  like  drops  of  Mood  y 
And  then  you  clap  fo  civilly ,  for  fear 
The  loudnefs  might  offend  your  Neighbours  ear ; 

That  we  fufpell  your  Gloves  are  lind  within , 

For  filence  fake ,  and  Cotterld  next  the  skin. 

From  thefe  Z>furpers  we  appeal  to  you. 

The  only  knowing,  only  judging  few  5 
Tou  who  in  private  have  this  Play  allow’d, 

Ought  to  maintain  your  Suffrage  to  the  Crowd r< 

The  Captive  once  fuhmitted  to  your  Bands, 

Tou  fheud  protett  from  Death  by  Vulgar  hands-. 
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Thoas. 

Ithacus. 

Orefles. 

Pylades. 

Pluto. 

Priefls. 

Spirits. 

The  Perfons. 

King  of  Scythia. 

Circes  Son  by  Vlyffes. 

A  Prince  of  Argos. 

His  Friend. 
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Circe. 

Ofmida. 

Queen  of  Scythia.  .  , 
Daughter  to  Tboas  by 
a  former  Queen. 

Jpbigenia 

Prieftefs  to  Diana 

T auric  a. 

ClytemneUra' s  Ghoft, 

Four  Nymphs  ufed  by  Circe  in  her 
Charms. 
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ACT.  I. 

Scene  Circe  s  Gave. 


Thoas,  Iphigenia,  Guards  and  Attendants . 

Jph.  HIS,  fure,  is  the  fad  Region  of  Defpair, 

I  Where  after  Death  the  guilty  Souls  repair  : 

M  Here  is  no  promife  of  a  blooming  Spring  3 
No  chearful  light  awakes  the  Birds  to  fing: 

The  blafted  Trees  no  leaves  or  bloffomes  yield, 

On  their  bare  tops  Owls  pearch,  and  Ravens  build. 

Tho.  Thofe  Spirits  gladly  in  thefe  Shades  obey, 

Who  ficken  at  the  view  of  brighter  day. 

In  this  dark  place  (hut  up  from  mortal  fight, 

My  Queen  converfes  with  the  God  of  Night, 

Prepares  her  Poyfons,  mutters  holy  W  ords 
Herbs  for  her  Charms,  th3  unwholefome  foil  affords  3 
Here  fhe  haspromifed,  from  their  dark  abodes, 

By  her  ftrong  Art  t  raife  th*  infernal  Gods, 

And  to  inquire  our  Fate. 

Jph. - - —  Can  Heaven  decree 

That  any  lucky  Star  (hould  fmile  on  me. 

How  long  a  Captive  muft  I  here  remain > 

How  long  my  hands  with  horrid  murders  (lain  ? 

A  Goddefs,  who  in  humane  blood  delights, 

Ordains  me  to  perform  her  impious  Rites. 

Ye  Powers  that  Rule  the  World,  (hall  I  no  more 
My  Country  fee,  nor  Houfhold  Gods  adore  ? 

Tho.  Oh,  Iphigenia ,  when  thole  prayers  you  make, 

When  you  beg  leave  this  Region  to  forfake, 

B  So 
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fworn  } 

Q  Anger  l/. 


Second  Scene. 

•  ^ 

Enter  Ithacus. 

1th.  E5r  we  invoke  the  Gods,  I  hither  come 
From  Iphigenias  mouth  to  know  my  doom  } 

From  you  my  life  or  death,  I  humbly  wait  $ 

JTis  you,  and  not  the  Gods  that  rule  my  Fate. 

The  chafe  of  Glory  I  no  more  purfue, 

Forgetting  Arms,  Ilanguifh  here  for  you. 

Love  may  incite  the  young  to  hunt  for  fame, 

But  Beauty  then  mud  the  reward  proclaim. 

I  ask  but  hope,  it  is  a  (lender  fare, 

But  the  Camelion-Lovecan  live  on  air. 

Iph.  Like  fomemiftaken  Zealot  you  apply 
Tiueworfhip  to  the  wrong  Divinity. 

Adore  the  fair  Ofinida  far  more  bright 
And  beautiful  than  firft created  light. 

More  innocent  than  Beauty  was  before 
It  ftudied  wit,  or  codly  DrelTes  wore. 

Her  mind  is  noble,  and  her  greatnefs  free. 

Her  Soul,  like  Heaven,  full  of  bled  harmony,: 
Unlefs  unquiet  Love  fomedifcoid  moves, 

Which  you  mud  pardon,  fince’tis  you  (he  loves : 
Of  all  thofe  Graces  prodigal  to  you. 

For  which  in  vain  the  red  of  Mankind  fue. 

Tho.  If  we  by  Policy  could  govern  love. 

My  Daughter’s  fighs  this  noble  Prince  might  move  5 


So  foftly  fpeak,  that  none  but  Heaven  may  hear, 
With  the  harQi  words  wound  not  a  Lovers  ear. 

For  freedom,  cruel  Maid, in  vain  you  fue. 

The  Fow’rs  above  will  be  as  deaf  as  you. 

Alas !  what  pity  can  you  hope  to  meet, 

Who  let  poor  Lovers  languifh  at  your  feet  ? 

Who  can  behold  with  unrelenting  eyes, 

A  wretched  King,  who  for  your  Beauty  dies  ? 

Iph.  Where  are  your  Oaths  ?  How  often  have  you 
Your  guilty  paiiion  fhould  in  fecret  burn. 

Mudl  by  death  your  perfections  die? 

I  am  not  fo  confin'd,  but  I  can  die. 
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•Since  he  for  fudden  exile  mull:  prepare,  - 

Or,  marrying  her,  be  made  the  Empires  Heir  5 
Loudly  the  People  for  this  Union  call, 

And  their  Rebellious  fury  threatens  all : 

But.  I  the  Magick  of  your  Beauty  know 
Too  well  to  blame  what  Love  compels  him  to. 

1th.  Before  I  faw  your  Daughter  I  had  paid 
My  Loves  firffc  Tribute  to  this  charming  Maid  5 
And  then  the  Empire  vainly  did  enjoyn, 

That  I  fhould  give  a  heart,  which  was  not  mine. 

Iph.  FI  hear  no  more,  it  is  too  great  a  fault. 

But  to  endure  your  Criminals  aflault  5 
In  Vertue’s  combat  they  that  keep  the  Field , 

Almodas  guilty  are,  as  they  that  yield: 

Vertue  by  flight  fecures  it  felf  [Js  going 

1th.  - - - . - Oftay. 

To  my  d  ark  hope  s  will  you  afford  no  day  > 

Promife  at  lead:  you.  will  beftow  your  Love, 

As  you’r  directed  by  the  Pow’rs  above. 

Iph.  What  they  command  I  never  ftiall  decline. 

To  Heav’n  my  will  and  perfon  I  refign. 

Scene  Third, 

To  them  Ofmida.  • 

OJm.  I  have  my  Sexes  paflions,  faant  their  Art  3 
For  by  my  eyes  ftill  I  betray  my  heart: 

Thither  to  gaze  on  him  my  Soul  does  hade, 

And  in  kind  looks  I  all  my  Spirits  wade. 

Iph.  Behold  the  fair  Ofmida  now  appears, 

Her  beauteous  eyes  are  full  of  love  and  tears. 

ThOi  Poor  Virgin  !  my  commands  at  fird  did  make  [To  Ofm. 
Thofe  wounds  thou  didd  but  in  obedience  take. 

Ofm.  You  bade  me  all  thofe  moded  fears  remove , 

Which  guard  at  fird  a  Virgins  heart  and  love. 

Admire  not,  if  I  yeilded  to  his  Charmes, 

When  you  had  taken  from  me  all  my  Arms  5 
But  Ithacus  fince  you  my  love  defpife, 

I  with  a  jud  difdain  will  arm  my  Eyes. 

B  2 


And 


And  in  my  Breaft  I  (hall  retain  no  fire. 

But  what  my  Anger  and  Revenge  infpire. 

1th.  Madam,  opprefs  not  thus  my  (inking  Fate. 

I  bear  already  a  too  heavy  weight : 

Ah  !  rather  an  unhappy  wretch  deplore, 

Who  dies,  becaufe  he  cannot  love  you  more  $ 

My  Heart’s  a  Prifoner,  if  it  Freedom  gains, 

It  (halibut  be  to  wear  Ofenidas  Chains. 

Oj'm.  That  Iphigema* s  Empire  would  but  be 
As  (hort  as  thou  wilt  find  my  hate  of  thee* 

Like  a  kind  Parent,  I  forgive,  and  take 
Any  fubmidion  he  is  pleas’d  to  make. 

Scene  Fourth. 

Enter  Circe  with  four  Women. 

Cir.  Reproach  to  thy  great  Father,  and  tome  /  [  To  Ithacus. 
The  wife  DUjJes  does  not  live  in  thee 5 
Would  he  to  Love  have  facrific’d  a  Throne  > 

Ah  Son  !  this  weaknefs,  or  thy  Race  difcnvn. 

1th.  Blame  not  my  Paffion,  Madam  !  Love  and  Hate, 

Are  lefs  at  Mans  difpofal  than  his  Fate. 

.  Cir .  But  let  this  Monarch  your  Example  pro ve. [Pointing  to  Tho. 
He  knows  by  inn-eft  how  to  govern  Love. 

To  me  he  gave  his  hand  witli  treacherous  art, 

When  Iphigenia  did  pofll-fs  his  Heart. 

Ungrateful  King,  Love  on  !  but  know  I  bear 
The  Thunder  that  can  punifh  you  and  her. 

.  Iph.  His  Paffion  I  with  grief  and  trouble  fee, 

You  cannot  fufler  more  by  Jealoufie-. 

Cir.  Cuis’d  be  her  eyes,  curs’d  be  that  fatal  day, 

When  (he  at  Adis  on  the  Altar  lay.  J~  To  }ph. 

Why  did  the  cruel  Gods  prevent  thy  fill? 

Thofe  Gods  which  for  thy  death  before  did  call  > 

No  Vittim,  great  Diana  could  appeafe, 

The  Warriours  languish'd  in  ignoble  cafe. 

No  Ship  could  fpread  her  Sails,  for  every  wind 
Offended  Heaven,  did  in  deep  Caverns  bind. 

Trofs  Genius  fmil-’-d,  to  fee  the  Fates  oppofe 
The  Sea  and  Wind,  againlt  her  powerful  Foes. 
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Then  Calchas  c ry’d,  here  we  muft  ever  lie, 

Unlefs  the  Princds  Iphigenia  die. 

The  Gods  require  herbloud  3  Calchas  is  fent 
To  fetch  the  Virgin  from  the  Royal  Tent. 

From  her  fad  Mother’s  bofom  (he  is  caught. 

And  by  her  Father  to  the  Altar  brought. 

Calchas  prepar’d  to  give  the  fatal  wound, 

When  from  above  was  heard  ^heavenly  (bund  5 
It  was  Dianas  voice,  who  from  a  Cloud 
Pronounc’d  this  Sentence  to  the  wondring  crowd. 

Your  Princefs  (hall  not  on  my  Altar  bleed, 

She  is  for  Holy  My  fteries  decreed  .* 

To  Taurica  I  will  the  Virgin  bear, 

Through  the  unbeaten  Region  of  the  Air. 

Now  thou  art  come  our  Empires  peace  is  loff. 

My  vaft  defigns  for  greatnefs  are  all  croft’d. 

Iph.  Calchas  !  how  dull  and  lazy  was  thy  zeal, 

Would  I  had  perifh’d  by  the  facred  Steel. 

Would  I  had  died  at  Atdisy  in  this  place 
I  paft  a  life  unworthy  of  my  Race. 

My  hands  are  ever  ftain’d  in  humane  blood. 

And  arm’d  againft  the  innocent  and  good. 

Circ.  Your  hands  do  far  lefs  mifchief than  your  eyes. 

For  which  that  poor  ignoble  Rebel  dies  f  Feinting  to  itha* 

You,  Itkacus ,  have  by  this  Pa (II on  ftaln’d 

All  the  Renown,  which  you  in  Arms  had  gain’d  5 

Give  a  great  Vi&imto  your  Countries  good, 

And  (ave  vaft  Torrent  of  the  Scythian  blood. 

Ofm.  Urge  him  no  more,  ft  nee  ’tis  his  happineft, 

I  wifti  he  ev’n  my  Rival  may  pofteft. 

And  may  (he  love  the  Prince  as  well  as  I. 

I  know  my  remedy  muft  be  to  die  3 
VVith  Thee  no  Rebel  will  difpute  the  Throne. 

None  will  conftrain  thy  heart,  when  I  am  gone. 

Itha.  My  Conftancy  a  barren  Heart  has  till’d, 

Which  to  my  labouring  Hopes,  no  fruit  will  yield, 

And  I  refute  a  Paliion  kinder  far, 

Than  that  which' Deities  to  Mortals  bear : 

Not  Iphigenia  can  more  charming  be, 

Tho’  partial  Love  makes  her  (eem  fo  to  me. 
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Fie  look  my  felf  into  yowr  fofter  pow’r. 

And  now,  methinks,  I  only~you  adore. 

Rebel  my  injur’d  Heart,  and  nobly  rife 
Againftthofe  Tyrant?,  Iphigenias  eyes. 

Each  thought  does  reprefent  her  nowlefs  fair. 

And  all  confpires  I  {hould  your  Fetters  wear. 

Ofm.  Oh  weak  refolves/  that  angry  Lovers  make. 

Which  they  are  led  infenfibly  to  break. 

Safe  in  thy  hearts  ftrong  Fortrefs  Love  remains. 

And  fmiles  to  fee  thee  ftruggle  with  thy  Chains  3 
One  look  your  refolutions  will  defeat, 

And  make  you  figh  for  pardon  at  her  feet. 

1th.  Your  very  Grace  my  fainting  fenfes  arms 
Againft  the  force  of  all  her  powerful  Charms. 

I  can  look  on,  and  yet  her  Charms  defpife  3  [Looks  on  Iphigenia. 
And  thus  provoke  the  Magick  of  her  eyes.  '• 

Now  to  regain  my  freedom  I  begin. 

Ofm.  Howfaft  he  fucks  the  fubtil  poyfonin/ 

1th.  Thus  I  her  Image. from  my  bofomtear. 

And  hate  her  now - -yet  fhe  is  wondrous  fair. 

Ofm.  Too  well  this  language  of  the  Eyes  I  know, 

Each  look  an  Extafie  of  Love  does  {hew. 

1th.  By  Heav’ns !  when  this  brave  Onfet  I  would  make. 

My  Heart  grows  faint,  and  all  my  finews  (hake. 

Revenge  and  anger,  which  (hould  fuccour  me, 

Like  Cowards  die,  when  I  her  Beauty  fee. 

And  now  I  melt  into  more  tendernefs. 

Than  artlefs  Maids  in  their  firft  loves  exprefs. 

Ofm.  Poor  Prince,  I  will  not  blame,  but  pity  thee. 

Thou  art  irreparibly  loft  like  me. 

With  fome  foft  pleafure  we’l  delude  the  care 
And  torment  which  we  fuffer  by  difpair. 

I  will  with  Tears  deplore  your  mifery. 

And  you  with  gentle  fighs  (hall  pity  me. 

1th.  I  have  one  torment,  Madam,  more  than  you. 

I  muff  difpair,  and  be  ungrateful  too. 

Circ.  By  Force  and  Art  I  had  a  Scepter  won, 

Of  which  thefe  Rebels  will  deprive  my  Son. 

They  all  refufe  that  he  a  Crown  fhouid  wear, 

Which  with  Of  mid*  he  denies  to  (hare. 
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Thus  Love  does  humane  Policy  defpife. 

And  laughs  at  all  the  Councels  of  the  Wile. 

1th.  To  pardon  Criminals' and  blefs  them  too, 

Only  belongs  to  Deities  and  you  :  £  To  Circe 

You  muft  do  both,  from  you  we  hope  a  Cure, 

For  all  thofe  Ills  which  we  from  Love  endure*. 

The  Gods  fome  fecret  Remedy  may  find, 

To  cure  the  wounds  of  each  affii&ed  mind. 

Raife  the  infernal  Pow’rs  by  your  ftrong  Charms. 

Cir.  To  your  Requefts  I  will  indulgent  prove. 

But  Heav’n  it  felf  has  little  powro’r  Love. 

Ofm,  I  from  the  Gods  only  to  death  pretend, 

’Tisinthat  point  myMiferies  muft  end. 

Cir.  You  muft  retire  5  thefe  Sacred  My fteries. 

With  Reverence  we  conceal  from  common  Eyes. 

Tho.  My  Soul  is  with  fome  mighty  Fate  oppreft. 

My  Heart  does  pant  and  ftruggle  in  my  Breaft. 

I  feel  I  know  not  what,  that  (ayes  I  am 
For  one  that  loves,  and  is  a  King,  too  tame. 

How  weakly  P^eafon  too  refifts  Defire  ? 

And  like  frnall  Show’rs  does  but  augment  the  Fire. 

[Ex,  all  but  Circe. 

The  Scene  opens  to  the  inward  part  of  the  Cave 
The  Infernal  Priejis  Inter. 

Sung  by  Circe's  Women  at  the  Infernal  Sacrifice. 

Priefts  joyn  in  the  Chorus . 

WE  muft  affemble  by  a  Sacrifice 

Thofe  Demon*,  who  do  range  about  the  Skies . 

Their  neceffiry  aid  you  ufe , 

Thofe  poyfinous  Herbs  and  Roots  to  chufe , 

Which  mingled ,  and  prepar'd  by  your  ftrong  Art , 

Do  to  your  Charms ,  their  cheifeft  Force  impart. 

Tour  Cenfbrs  to  the  Altar  takg. 

And  with  Arabian  Gums  fixeet  Odours  makg. 

[  he  Air  with  Alufc 4  gently  wound ,  > 

Sweet  fmellj  they  love ,  and  every  p  leafing  found. 

Cin 
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Cir.  The  ftrangling  Demons ,  Harmony  can  fix , 
Calls  home  the  Sences  of  the  Lunaticks,- 
And  which  ismoft  ,  in  Temples  does  prepare, 
And  can  aflemble  Man  s  wild  thoughts  to  Prayer. 

*  .  j  - 

They  all  walh^  up  the  Altar . 
Priefts  Sing. 


CO  me  e-very  Demon  who  o' re  fees 
The  Fates  of  mighty  Monarchies , 

And  orders  how  they  rife  and  fet , 

All  you  who  Love  and  Luf  infpire , 

And  kindle  wild  Ambition's  Fire , 

The  dan fro  us  Si  chiefs  of the  Great. 

Chor.  Circe,  the  Daughter  of  jhe  Sun  obey , 

Or  in  his  guilded  Beams  you  tie' re  pall  play, 

II. 

Tou  who  hatch  Factions  in  the  Courts 
Sedition  in  the  meaner  fort , 

Amongfi  the  Pious ,  holy  Strife , 

Tumults  in  Camps ,  in  Senates  too , 

Thofe  difords  which  the  good  undce , 

Aik  all,  that  wait  on  humane  life, 

Chor.  Circe,  the  Daughter  of  the  ‘Sun  obey , 

Or  in  his  guilded  Beams  you  ne're  pall  play. 

Enter  four  Spirits. 

Cir. Bring  me  the  Juice  of  every  Plant 

Which  grows  in  thofe  infectious  Shades, 

Where  Nature  hid  ,  corrupts  or  fades  .* 

Of  all  that  temperate  heat,  or  moifture  want. 

Bring  me  the  luftful  Motacilla  s  Blood, 

And  Vervain  againft  Thunder  good. 

The  juice  of  baneful  Aconite  : 

The  black  and  melancholy  qualities  of  thefe. 

By  fympathy,  the  God  of  Darknels  pleale, 

Whom  I  mult  raife  up  to  his  hated  light. 

\~Exit  one  of  the  Spirits,  ",  '  ^  1 

Suns 
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Sung  by  one  of  Circes  Women  alone. 

LOvers  ,  who  to  their  firfi  Embraces  go  9 
Are  flow  and  languifljing  s  compar'd  to  you  ? 

In  Jpeed  you  can  out  do  the  winged  Wind , 

And  leave ,  even  Thought  5  creeping  and  tir'd  behind 

A  Spirit  rifles^  and  layes  a  Jarre  at  Circe’s  feet . 


Sung  by  Circes  Women. 

J)  Ehold ,  quicks  as  thy  thought , 

Ti65  Ingredients  of  thy ■  Spells  are  brought , ' 
Bj/  which  thy  difmal  Bus'nefi  mufi  be  wrought . 
Great  Minifler  of  Fate, 

In  this  deep  Cave  you  flt  in  State , 

Famine  and  Peflilence  about  you  wait  5 
At  your  dread  Word  they  fly  through  every  Land , 
Whilfl  their  fierce  undiflerning  rage , 

Does  pity  neither  Sex  nor  Age , 

Death  is  as  blind  as  Love ,  at  your  command , 
Chorus.  Each  Plant  and  Herb  have  all  their  poyfon  fent  5 
4  On  what  new  mifchief  is  your  Magic\  bent  ? 


Cir.  Whil’ft  on  the  Earth  this  Juice  I  pour,  [To  the  Magicians. 

And  that  the  Priefts  their  folemn  Anthem  fing, 

Do  you  tread  on  this  holy  flour, 

Thofe  myftick  Figures,  facred  to  th’  Infernal  King. 

£  Magicians  dance \ 

A  Prieft  (ings  alone. 

Luto,  arife! 

From  thofe  blefl  fljades  were  Kings ,  and  Lovers  are , 
Where  thofe  no  torment  have  from  State  and  Care  $ 

And  thefe  feel  not  the  torment  ofDeJpair. 

The  Second  Part  of  the  Dance. 

Luto ,  arife  ! 

From  thy  blefl  Kingdom  of  Equality  , 

Where  Birth ,  Wealth ,  Beauty  have  no  tyranny , 

Where  all  Mankind  are  fellow -flaves  to  thee . 
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Scene  Fifth. 

The  Earth  opens,  Pluto  arifes  in  a  Chariot  drawn  by  Black^Horfes, 

\ 

Circe,  Pluto,  Prieds,  Spirits. 

Pint.  Why  do  you  call  me  from  Eternal  night. 

Unwilling,  to  the  World’s  more  guilty  light  £ 

Cir.  I  do  conjure  thee  j  by  her  conqu’ring  Eyes 
Which  even  had  pow’r  to  make  a  God  their  prize, 

Pity  thofe  Lovers,  who  indure  more  pain  , 

Than  all  the  Damn’d  thy  Empire#does  contain. 

Vouchfafe  in  Fates  rayderious  Books  to  read. 

What  for  my  Son  and  Hufband  is  decreed. 

Pint.  'Tis  dedin’ d  by  a  pow’r  which  Gods  obey. 

That  bothfhould  meet  a  cruel  fate  this  day. 

Cir .  Each  word  has  been  a  thoufand  deaths  to  me. 

Ah  take  my  Soul  to  the  dark  Shades  with  thee  ! 

Pint,  Great  Circe,  weep  no  more^Love  fhakes  his  Dart* 

The  lawful  terrour  of  each  noble  heart, 

And  cries  aloud,  what  Deity  can  dare 
Prolcribe  thole  (laves, who  my  bled  fetters  wear? 

P  le  punidi  all,  by  fatal  Stix ,  he  fwears  3 

And  this  hefpoke  with  Frowns,  but  more  with  Tears^ 

The  Gods  like  fearful  Senates,  all  debate, 

And  their  hardi  Sentence  drive  to  moderate. 

Cir .  Jud  Heaven!  ' 

Pin. - -Love  from  the  Gods  at  lad  obtain’d. 

That  by  one  means  their  fafety  maybe  gain’d  3 
This  day  two  Noble  Youths  from  Argos  come. 

Who  travel  hither  by  Apollo's  doom. 

Let  one,  according  to  your  Empires  law. 

Be  offer’d  to  Diana  Taurica. 

If  one  ofthefe  a  Sacrifice  be  made, 

They  may  the  Sentence  of  the  Gods  evade. 

Whom  your  fair  Priedefschoofes,  let  him  fall, 

A  bloody  Vt&im  to  attonefor  all. 

I  can  no  more  indure  this  hated  light,  t  She  waves  her  Wand , 

Redore  me  to  the  peaceful  arras  of  night,  land  he  defands. 

*  '  > 
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Cir.  This  to  the  King,  and  to  my  Son  relate. 
Do  you  th’arrival  of  thefe  Strangers  wait. 

And  fo  contrive,  that  by  fome  pow’rful  Charms, 
They  be  depriv’d  of  all  defenfive  arms. 

With  anger  and  revenge  I've  play’d  too  long, 
Now  it  is  time  that  I  rcfent  my  wrong. 
Perfidious  King,  I  have  refolv’d  thy  Fate, 

Thy  Iphigenia  too  (hall  (hare  my  hate. 

Sullen  and  dark  the  Planets  all  appear  ! 

As  iffome  difmal  Fate  were  hatching  there. 

Some  mighty  ill  is  threatned  to  us  all, 

Witnefs  you  Gods !  1  do  not  fear  to  fall  5 
ButPle  not  die  alone :  At  Death  I’  de  fmile. 
Were  all  the  world  to  be  my  Funeral  Pile. 


[  To  the  Priejis . 
[To  the  Spirits, 


c 


Ex.  Priejis 
and  Spirits. 


[Exit. 


ACT  II, 

___  » 

/ 

Scene  the  Grecian  Fleet. 

Oreftes,  Pylades. 

Oref.  qp  H I  S  is  that  happy  place,  my  generous  Friend  3  N 
Where  ’tis  declar’d  my  Miferies  (hall  end  3 
Thofe  miferies  which  had  batter’d  down  this  Fort, 
But  that  their  (hock  you  help  me  to  fupport : 

I  do  ,  in  our  harmonious  friendfhip ,  find 
Mufick  to  charm  the  frenzy  of  my  Mind. 

Py.  Ufelefi  is  all  my  friendly  art  and  care, 

What  I  would  heal  is  fetter’d  by  defpair. 

Within  your  (elf  a  folemn  Court  you  call, 

And  at  each  hour  by  your  own  Sentence  fall  3 
Condemning  an  unhappy  Paricide, 

V  Vhom  all  the  world  would  have  abfolv’d  befide. 

No  more  in  thefe  dark  Clouds  of  grief appear. 

Oreji.  ’Tis,  Pylades ,  the  (hape  which  Guilt  (hould  wear. 

A  Mothers  name  (hould  have  had  power  to  charm 
Withfacred  Reverence  my  guilty  Arm: 

Ah  /  though  (he  did  my  Royal  Father  kill, 

And  (lain  his  bed  ,  (lie  was  Aiy  Mother  ftilh 
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I  {hould  have  left  her  to  the  Pow’rs  Divine 
Juftice  was  Heaven’s  Prerogative,  not  mine. 

Pj  .  Heav’ns  diftant  power  ill  men  but  little  fear, 

Who  muft  be  kept  in  awe  by  what  is  near  5 
They  impudently  fin,  becaufe  they  know 
The  Good  to  Heav’ns  flow  Court  of  Juftice  go. 

And  Judgments  are  fo  long  in  coming  thence. 

That  guilt  may  Weary  praying  Innocence : 

Think  not  the  Gods ,  like  lazy  Monarchs,  give 
To  their  bold  Subje&s  their  Prerogative  5 
Heav’n,  had  it  thought  that  great  revenge  its  due* 

Would  ne’re  have  let  it  been  ufurp’d  by  you. 

Oreji.  This  Region  is  that  famous  Temples  feat, 

Where  men  with  humane  blood  their  Goddels  treat 

To  end  my  griefs  it  is,  perhaps,  decreed 

That  on  Diana's  Altar  I  (hould  bleed.-  • 

My  Pj/lades  !  thisdifmal  place  forfake. 

You  may  perhaps  the  Second  Vi&im  make. 

Ah  flie  !  this  morning  Sacrifice  declares 
That  Scythia? s  bloody  Zeal  no  Stranger  (pares. 

Pj.  Ah  my  dear  friend  l  £Py  lades  fght* 

Oreji - - -What  does  yourforrow  mean? 

Py.  Would  I  had  ne’re  the  fatal  Temple  feen. 

They  had  perform’d  the  holy  Rites  before 

Your  thoughtful  fteps  had  reach’d  the  Temple  Door. 

A  lovely  Youth  did  at  the  Altar  bow, 

Garlands,  and  manly  Grace  adorn’d  his  Brow  5 
When  a  bright  Virgin  with  a  (olemn  pace, 

All  drown’d  in  tears  approach’d  the  holy  place. 

How  beautious  was  her  Grief !  the  drefs  (he  wore 

Declar’d  that  (lie  the  bloody  office  bore  j 

She  took  the  crooked  Knife ,  and  gave  the  wound  5. 

The  murder’d  Vi&im  panted  on  the  ground. 

Whilft  I  did  fomething  in  my  Bofom  feel. 

That  wounded  deeper  than  the  (acred  Steel. 

OreJF.  Defend  your  Heart,  that  muft:  not  be  a  Prize 
To  any,  but  your  Jphigenia? s  Eyes. 

The  Oracle  at  Delphos  did  declare 
3  (hould  recover  that  loft  Sifter  here  5  * 

Heav’n  has  pronounc’d  that  (lie  muft  be  your  Bride, 

Fate  has  the  (acred  Knot  already  ty’d.  - 


CIRCE. 

Py,  No,  no,  my  heart  is  from  my  Bofom  flown. 

And  I  am  falle  to  you  and  fricndlhip  grown. 

Our  Eyes  at  laft,to  perfeft  my  defeat. 

With  trembling  pleafure,  and  confufion  meet. 

Her  lovely  palenefs  hafty  bluflies  dy’d, 

And  (he  with  hafte  thole  blUlhes  ftrove  to  hide  Jr 
But  fuddain  grief  benighted  foon  her  Eyes  3 
I  trembled  to  behold  the  Temped:  rile. 

She  wept,  and  pointed  to  the  Temple  Door, 

She  fhew’d  her  hands  all  ftain’d  with  humane  Gore, 

As  if  (he  meant  I  (hould  that  Temple  flie. 

At  whole  fad  Altar  wretched  Strangers  die. 

Oreji.  I  that  lad:  a&ion  law ,  and  did  advance. 

To  wake  your  lenles  from  fo  deep  a  Trance. 

I  law  the  Prieftels,  and  her  fatal  view, 

Did  Clytemneflra  to  my  mind  renew, 

I  did  ,  with  wonder,  ih  her  lovely  Face 
The  well  known  features  of  my  Mother  trace  $ 

I  then  refle&ed  on  my  former  guilt, 

A  horrid  Mu~ 
fickjn  the  Air . 

Sung  by  Furies * 

I. 

This  impious  Breafi ,  you  Furies  Jill 

With  all  that  Hell  of  horror  does  contain. 

Gnaw,  Gnaw  his  Heart. you  Scorpions JlilL 
But  from  himfelf  he  feels  the  fisarpeft  pain. 

But  from  himjelf  he  feels  thefijarpejl  pain . 

II. 

For  any  other  humane  Crime  5 
Tears  and  Repentance  may  Oblations  be. 

But  nothing  fall  atone  for  him . 

The  damnd  may  fooner  pardon  find  than  he. 

The  damn  d  may  focner  pardon  find  than  he. 

Orefl .  Hark  Pylades !  me  every  Fiend  of  Hell 
With  my  black  Paricide  reproaches  Hill  ‘ 

C4  Seq, 


And  on  the  Blood  my  impious  rage  had  fpilt. 

Py.  In  peace  your  Mother  in  her  Urn  does  red:,  5 
Let  not  her  memory  difturb  your  Breaft.  J 


CIRCE. 


See  the  Adulterer  IRgiflhus ,  there. 

And  my  unhappy  Mother’s  forms  appear. 

Pjl.  1  fear  his  mind,  inflam’d  by  adive  Thought, 

Is  to  its  former  Rage  and  Fever  wrought. 

Orejl.  Oh  can  there  be  no  expiation  made  } 

What  have  I  offer’d  to  appeafe  thy  ffeade? 

Mother  !  and  piteous  Heaven  !  forget  my  crime. 

Or  you’le  more  cruel  than  Orejles  (hern. 

Tie  up  your  Scorpions  you  Eumenides  ! 

Whom  Tie  withbloud  of  pregnant  Ewes  appeafe. 

Pyl.  You  entertain  your  (elf  with  fhapelefs  Air, 

Nor  have  you  any  guilt  but  this  Defpair. 

Oref.  Bankrupt  is  tnan,unlefs  kind  Heav’n  will  take 
Repentance,  all  the  payment  we  can  make.C  The  Heav'ns  open 

\  appears  on  the  Rain • 
S  O  N  G.  C  bow^  and fings . 

i. 

C  Eafe  valiant  Hero !  ceafe  to  grieve  $ 

The  Gods  thy  Prafrs ,  and  Penitence  receive  3 
Ton  cannot  fin  fo  fajl  as  they  forgive. 

■  II. 

All  the  attempts  of  Hell  arc  vain , 

O' re  that ,  and  grief \yoii  fall  the  conquefi  gain . 

A  Pardon  your  unwilling  Crimes  obtain. 

III. 

Tou  Spirits  made  of  Air  refind , 

With  pleafing  obje&s  cheer  his  clouded  mind  3 
Nofootfieps  leave  of  former  guilt  behind. 

A  Dance  of  the  Winds. 

/~ 


Oref.  My  thoughts  are  become  calm,  and  quiet  now  3 
As  firfl:  they  were  e’re  I  to  guilt  did  bow. 

Pyl.  Pry  by  foft  (lumbers  to  delude  your  care. 

What  pleafant  founds  are  thefe  which  blefs  the  air  ?  5  Apleajant 
They  Tweeter  to  my  ravifh’t  Senfe  appear,  ‘  Symphony. 

Than  yeilding  Whifpers  to  a  Lovers  ear. 


Oreftes 


( 


>5 


CIRC  El 

Oreftes  and  Py  lades  fiat  themfelves  &n  a  Roc 4,  Syrens 
rife  out  of  the  Sea  and  feng. 

SONG. 

I. 

J^Hhow  happy  are  we 
Who  fiom  bus''  nefs ,  that  graver  folly,  are  free  3 
Let  us  Love ,  though  the  fiber  Jhould  blame  us. 

A  curfe  on  the  Wife , 

They  need  not  advifie , 

Age  makgs  too  much  hajle  to  reclaim  us » 

ir. 

Let  us  carelejly  move 
Jn  the  riots  of  Wit  ,  and  follies  of  Love, 

Our  age  does  topleafure  invite  us  $ 

>  '  But  when  we  are  old 

And  our  Blood  gr owes  cold , 

Not  Art  nor  Fifteen  can  incite  us. 

,  [.Syrens  defeend,and  leave  them  a  Jleep  as  inchanfed . 

Scene  Second. 

Enter  Circe ,  Spirits  appear . 

Cir ,  You  have  outdone  my  with,  but  to  your  care 
One  thing  remains,  then  you  are  free  as  Air. 

The  King  grows  wicked ,  and  does  now  begin 
But  faintly  to  refift  th5  invading  fin.  * 

Afiift  his  tottering  Vertue  to  o’cethrow , 

He  muft  with  greater  hafte  be  wicked  now. 

Bait  your  temptations  with  all  cunning  Arts, 

Which  Luft  infinuates  when  it  poyfons  Hearts. 

Our  Prieftefi  he  muft  ravifti  $  that  black  crime 
Serves  my  defigns  to  ruin  her  and  him. 

One  ftain’d  with  Luft,  my  Son  muft  needs  defpife. 

Then  he  may  yield  to  fair  Ofmida's  Eyes. 

Spir.  Such  poyfon  to  his  Vertue  (ball  be  given,. 

That  it  (hall  ev’n  be  paft  the  Cure  of  Heaven*  J 
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Cir.  /  We  have  now  thy  Viftim  here,  C  Looking  on  the 

How  goodly  and  Majeftick  they  appear  /  c  Strangers, 

Two  Godheads  in  that  Face  their  Revels  keep  , 

The  God  of  Love  ,  and  peaceful  God  of  Sleep. 

Both  in  their  gayeft  Robes - 

He’s  manly,  as  the  Worlds  firft  Hero’s  were, 

E’re  Nature  was  debauch’d  by  vice  or  care  : 

His  Eyes  (hut  up ,  a  kindly  Spring  appear ,  * 

Foretelling  pleafures  in  the  opening  year. 

Oh  how  I  burn  /  he  muff  have  conquering  eyes, 

Who  in  negleftful  deep  can  thus  fur  prize. 

Ye  Gods !  If  in  this  warlike  tliape  I  find 
A  daring  courage  ,  and  an  a&ive  mind, 

One  that  had  rather  Mighty  be  than  Juft, 

Fie  may  fupply  my  Anger ,  and  my  Luff. 

'Pm  of  my  Pageant  Monarch  weary  grown  5 
He  fills  my  Bed  as  idly  as  the  Throne. 

o’ 

Scene  Third. 

Enter  Thoas,Iphigenia,  Guards,  vpho  hind  and  difarm  the  Strangers . 

My  deareft  Lord,  behold  the  Strangers  here  [Seeing  the  King . 
Inchanted  lie  ,  and  we  no  more  (hall  fear. 

It  feems  that  they  unfeen  amongft  the  crowd 
This  day  ,  with  us ,  to  great  Diana  bow’d  : 

Since,  from  the  Temple  they  are  hither  brought, 

And  in  the  Fetters  of  my  Magick  caught. 

lph.  As  I  this  day  the  holy  Rites  perform’d, 

A  Youth  with  ft  range  fuccefs  my  bolom  ftorm’d. 

His  Image  bufie  in  my  Heart  I  feel : 

Guard  him,  you  Angels,  from  their  cruel  zeal : 

Tho.  Thefe  Strangers,  like  dark  clouds  hang  o’re  our  Fate, 
Which  to  be  fafe  we  now  muft  diilipate. 

Circe,  we  muft  refolve  that  one  of  thefe 
Shall  by  his  fall  the  angry  Gods  appeafe. 

Iph.  I’le  fee  no  more,letDeath  benight  my  EysjQSmtfgPy  1, hound. 
There ,  there,  the  Noble  Youth  inchanted  lies : 

Why  would  he  in  this  fatal  Country  ftay  ? 

My  tears  and  fighs  did  bid  him  hafte  away. 

Wake  /  wake  J  unhappy  Strangers  J  who  are  loft 
On  this  unhofpitable  cruel  Coaft,  , 
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You  mu  ft  no  more  your  freedom  hops  to  have, 

Than  they  who  are  Deaths  prifoners-in  the  Grave. 
Still  one  of  thofe,  who  touch  our  barbarous  Ihore, 

We  offer  to  the  Goddefs  we  adore. 

Oref.  Surpris’d  and  bound}  come  to  the  Altar  lead. 
You  do  but  what  Heavens  juftice  has  decreed. 

Tho.  Fm  forc’d  by  Cuftom,  that  unwritten  Law, 
By  which  the  People  keep,  oven  Kings  in  awe, 

To  give  this  doom,  Tor  which  you  calmly  wait: 

To  dy’s  the  eafieft  a&ion  of  the  Great. 

Pyl.  Thy  Scepter  Prince  extends  not  to  this  place. 
The  (bore  is  common  to  all  humane  Race. 

We’re  Princes  too  above  all  Laws,  but  thofe 
Which  Heav’n,  and  Nature’s  filent  Pow’rs  impofe. 

Tho.  ’  Lis  by  her  Laws  you  are  my  Captives  now. 

For  Natures  Laws  do  all  to  force  allow. 

Cir.  Kings  muftnot  argue  what  is  right  or  wrong} 
Such  little  Scruples  to  the  Gown  belong. 

Tho.  This  beautious  Maid  is  Miftrefs  of  your  Fate, 
From  her  fair  Mouth  each  muff  his  Sentence  wait. 

One  for  the  Sacrifice  fhe  mud  decree} 

The  Rites  perform’d,  we  fet  the  other  free. 

Pyl.  If  Death  does  in  fo  fair  a  form  appear, 

No  Mortal  fure  can  its  approaches  fear. 

I  thought  that  Death  could  only  beautious  fhew 
In  a&ive  Battails,  in  its  Scarlet  hue. 

With  eager  toiles  I  oft  have  fought  it  there. 

But  find  it  glorious  now  to  beg  it  here. 

Iph.  Sir,  can  you  die.-?  does  not  even  Vertue  dread 
To  reach  the  doubtful  Manfions  of  the  Dead? 

Pyl.  Danger  and  Death  inv  Camps  I  learn’d  to  court 
In  Camps,  where  Death’s  rough  bus’nefs  is  a  fport. 
Save  my  brave  Friend}  me  for  the  Vi&imtake, 
Whom  growing  worth  does  not  (o  ufeful  make. 

Iph ,  But  whil’ft  you  plead  for  him,  I  blufh  to  fay, 
Your  Vertue  leads  my  choice  another  way  : 

With  more  fuccefs  you  for  your  felf  might  fue, 

Since  my  own  Heart  would  joyn  to  plead  for  you. 

Pyl.  That  trifle,  Life,  I  ftoop  not  to  defirc, 

Th*  ambition  of  my  Pray’rs  will  mount  up  higher, 
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Iph.  Ask,  ask  apace,  fo  faft  I  Iavifh  all, 

I  fhall  have  nothing  to  be  liberal. 

Czr.No,  no,  let  them  the  firft  advances  make. [Looking  on  Oreft. 
And  give  kind  looks  whom  Love  and  Youth  forfake. 

If  I  (peak  firft,  may  I  become  the  fport 
Ofall,  and  like  ftale  Beauties  of  the  Court 
Be  forc’d  unwilling  Lovers  to  invite,  ~ 

Woo  all  young  handfome  Men,  and  buy  delight  • 

Pyl.  Madam,  I  beg  that  I  to  Death  may  go. 

But  I  would  fain  expire  belov’d  of  you  3 
For,  lndmn-Xke%  I  to  the  (hades  below. 

Would  with  the  richeffc  ot  my  Treafures  go. 

Iph.  The  Airy  partofBlifs  you  humbly  crave, 

When  all  its  richeft  fubftance  you  may  have. 

You  may  ask  all,  my  heart  does  give  fo  faft, 

I  fear  ’twill  give  it  (elf  away  atlaft. 

Pyl.  Ah,  (peak  agen,  and  blefs  my  raviftft  Ears. 

Iph, - - 1  blufh  to  own, 

That  you  are  here  fo  foon  vidtorious  grown  3  ' 

But  Heav'n,  methoughts ,  bade  me  receive  the  Dart, 

And  told  me’twas  a  Crime  to  guard  my  Heart. 

When  in  the  Temple  you  to  day  appear’d, 

You  (aw  how  kindly  I  your  fafety  fear’d, 

And  bade  you  fiie  ,  but  you  (hall  never  feel 
The  fad  effe&s  of  our  ty  rannick  Zeal  3 
Againfi  their  rage  1  will  your  Life  defend, 

And  grieve  1  cannot  five  your  Noble  Friend. 

Pyl.  Arm,  arm  your  Eyes  with  all  that  Lovers  fear3 
Let  me  fee  Fiercenefs,  Scorn  and  Hatred  there  5 
Love,  and  your  Beauty,  make  Lite  feem  fo  fweet, 

That  I  (hall  fear  Death’s  horrid  fhape  to  meet  3 
You'l  make  me  fear  him  even  in  the  Field, 

Where  he  does  lading  Fame  and  Lawreb  yield. 

Cir.  Beauty  did  firft  teach  Mankind  to  obey  9 
Whil’ft  he  that  foft  Inchanter  did  furvey.  [  Looking  on  Oreftes. 
TheNetsof  Pow’r  furpris’d  the  wond'ring  Prey. 

Sir,  though  by  Cuftom  I  am  cruel  grown ,  [  To  Oreftes. 

For  you  1  fomething  foft  and  tender  own. 

Brave  Stranger  /  it  would  much  my  pity  move. 

Should  all  the  hopes  or  you  abortive  prove, 
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And  perifh  now ,  whihft  yet  they’r  in  Fates  Womb, 

Before  they  can  to  their  juft  ripenels  come. 

Ore/, ’  Madam,  fhould  I  your  pity  need,’twould  be, 

If  for  the  Vidim  (lie  refufes  me. 

Weary  of  Life,  Death’s  Oetp  1  long  to  take, 

And  fhall  be  froward  ,  whil’ft  I’m  kept  awake. 

Cir.  You  with  the  Sweets  of  Youth  contend  to  die, 

From  which, even  Age,  would  on  its  crutches  flie. 

Love,  only  Love  has  Charmes  enow  to  keep 
The  Soul  from  coveting  that  tedious  deep. 

Oref.  Love  has  been  ftill  a  ftrangerto  my  Breaftj 
Glory  and  Arms  have  all  my  thoughts  pofTeft  5 
Fame  I  have  courted  as  the  only  good. 

And  waded  to  her  through  vaft  Seas  of  Blood  5 
But  of  the  World  I  now  am  weary  grown, 

And  in  Death’s  quiet  Cell  would  lay  me  down. 

Tho.  The  bloody  Queen  does  in  this  Stranger  find,  5  Obferving 
Something  that  troubles  her  imperious  mind.  2  Circe. 

Of  all  its  fitrcenefs  fhe  difarms  herFace, 

She  languilhes ,  and  foftens  every  Grace. 

Cir .  They  may  the  Pow’r  of  all  the  World  defpife,  [  Tv  Oreft. 
That  bear  about  ’em  fuch  commanding  Eyes. 

All  that  have  Hearts  in  your  defence  will  move 
Under  thecondud  ofvidorious  Love. 

I  fpcak  too  much ,  and  fear  my  Eyes  declare 
Much  more  :  Heroick  Youth ,  you  need  not  fear  : 

This  tendernefs  I  muft  with  blufhes  own  5 
My  very  Heart  is  your  Defender  grown  ; 

And  you  are  fafe  ,  unlefs  the  Scythians  dare 
Aflault  a  Life  their  Queen  defigns  to  fpare. 

Enter  Ithacus 

Oh!  I  have  talk’d  ,  and  look’d  away  my  Heart :  [  AJide. 

His  carelcls  Graces  vanquifh  more  than  Art. 

Jth.  Princes  be  juft  enough  to  think  I  grieve, 

That  I  can  only  fruitlefs  pity  give. 

Though  tothis  Crown  Heav’n  has  united  me, 

I’ve  no  alliance  with  its  cruelty. 

Tho .  Hafte  to  the  Temple,  where  the  people  wait, 

In  greedy  expedition  of  their  Fate. 

D  2 
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Death’s  folemn  bus  nets,  they  with  pleafure  fee. 

As  if ’twere  but  a  Pageant  Tragedy. 

Cir .  The  fatal  choice  depends  on  the  rough  King, 

Whom  I  with  Art  muft  to  my  Party  bring. 

Iph .  ’T were  better  Scythia  did  no  Godhead  know, 

Than  by  its  ignorance  profane  it  fo. 

Methinks  Religion’s  Sacred  Myfteries, 

Should  never  be  expos’d  but  to  the  wile. 

[  Ex .  all  hut  Circe  and  Thoas. 

Scene  Fourth. 


Circe,  Thoas . 

Cir.  Some  great  Defign  is  labouring  in  my  mind, 

Which  is  not  to  proportion  yet  refin’d. 

One  of  thefe  Strangers  the  bleft  means  (hall  be, 

To  make  my  Son  regain  his  Liberty. 

Tho,  Effed  that  happy  Cure,  that  Scythia  may, 

To  your  great  Art,  eternal  homage  pay. 

Circ.  You  (hall  know  all,  when  that  to  form  is  brought, 

Which  yet  is  indigefted  in  my  thought. 

Obferv’d  you  him,  who  with  a  thoughtful  brow, 

Appear’d  beneath  fome  heavy  Fate  to  bow  ? 

His  Eyes  feem’d  Sorrows  high  Majeftick  Seat, 

Where  it  appears  both  terrible  and  great. 

Tho,  How  ihe  defcribes  him  with  a  warm  delight »  [ \Ajtde . 

And  in  her  thoughts,  enjoys  him  in  my  fight. 

Cir.  Your  Arid  -commands  to  Iphigcnia  give. 

That  (he  (hould  let  that  Noble  Stranger  live. 

His  Life  will  much  to  my  Defigns  conduce. 

She,  for  the  Sacrifice  3  his. Friend  muft  chufe. 

Tho,  Methinks  a  fecret  fympathy  I  find, 

By  which  Pm  rather  to  that  Friend  inclin’d. 

His  open  mind  is  apter  to  receive 
Any  impreffion  your  Defigns  would  give. 

Save  him,  an  unfufpeding  mind  he  bears, 

Th5  o;  her  untradable,  and  rough  appears. 

Cir.  We  like  experienc’d  States-men  disagree. 

And  each  has  Reafon  for  his  Policy. 

I  many  great  and  pow’rful  Reafons  have, 

To  chufe  that  Stranger  1  would  have  you  fave,  Tho 
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Tho.  You  aft  by  odd  and  fecret  means,  like  Heav’n, 

To  which  a  blind  obedience  muft  be  given- 
I  will  refign  our  Fortunes  to  your  care. 

And  Jphigema  for  the  choice  prepare. 

Cir9  It  will  a  height’ning  to  my  pleafures  be. 

That  my  own  Husband  fhould  procure  for  me. 

Now  let  me  haftento  prepare  the  place, 

Where  I  my  beautious  Stranger  muft  embrace. 

I  hope  he’s  innocent,  unpraftic’d  yet 
In  all  the  wicked  and  falfe  Arts  of  Wit  3 
Bafhful  and  kind,  I  love  to  tame  the  Strong  3 
Mock  the  Experienc’d,  and  inftruft  the  Young.  [  Exit . 

Thoas  alone. 

Tho.  Yes  luftful  Queen  !  my  Pow’r  fhallrefcue  him  3 
By  Heav’n  I’m  made  the  Pander  to  her  crime. 

How  infolent  and  carelefs  is  her  Pride  ? 

She  will  not  ftoop  her  black  Defigns  to  hide  3 
In  all  her  Crimes  fhe  would  be  fomething  kind, 

Did  (he,  with  care  the  jealous  Husband  blind. 

In  the  Eleftion,  Tphigenia’s  hand 
Obeys  with  humble  Duty  my  command. 

Stranger  thoudieft  3  it  is  the  fate  of  all. 

Who  in  the  Fetters  of  her  Beauty  fall.  £  Exit . 


ACT  III; 

Scene  the  temple  of  Diana  Taurica. 

Jphlgenia,  Ofmida. 

Iph.  ¥  X  J  Hat  danger  fhould  not  helplefs  Virgins  fear 
V  V  From  Luft,  which  is  by  Pow’r  protefted  here,, 
Your  Father  Weary  of  all  Vertue  grown, 

Does  now  aloud  his  guilty  paflion  own. 

The  Tempeft  of  his  Soul  does  hourly  rife  3 
He  threatens  Rapes  and  Murder  with  his  Eyes. 

I  am  a  wretched  Thing  without  defence. 

And  flie  to  you  the  Heav’n  of  Innocence*. 

.  You? 
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Your  Arms  are  perfecuted  Vertues  guard, 

•  You  loveth3  oppreft,  and  Chaftity  reward. 

Here  I  will  ever  weep }  my  Honour  fave  5  [ Embracing  Ofmida. 

Let  me  at  leaft  go  fpotlefs  to  the  Grave. 

Ofin .  My  deareft  Iphigenia  do  not  weep, 

Under  my  Wings  you  fhall  fecurely  (jeep. 

Tho3  like  your  conquering  Eves  your  Vertue  be, 

Unhappy  Virgin  /  fatal  (fill  to  me- 5 
Since  they  do  both  with  fo  rich  luftre  fhine, 

That  they  eclipfe  the  fainter  light  of  mine. 

'  Scene  Second; 

Enter  Ithacus. 

Approach  my  Tyrant !  none  does  love  like  me  5 
A  Rivals  bill, others  with  triumph  fee* 

But  I  with  tendernefs  for  mine  can  fear, 

And,  againft:  all,  in  her  defence  appear. 

Againft:  the  oppreflion  of  my  Father  too, 

Who  would  the  ruin  of  her  Fame  purfue. 

Iph.  How  peaceful  was  this  place  ?  how  calm  you  were, 

Till  Iphigetiia's  fad  arrival  here? 

Death  quickly  (hall  benight  thefe  fatal  Eyes 
Th3  unhappy  Authors  of  your  miferies. 

Ith .  Rather  than  entertain  his  Lcve,  expire  j 
It  were  a  Crime  your  fafety  to  defire. 

In  this  long  Journy  I  the  way  will  lead, 

And  trace  you  out  the  path  which  you  muft  tread: 

A  full  reward  for  all  my  pains  l  have, 

If  we’are  at  laft  united  in  the  Grave. 

Qfm.  Ah  cruel  Ithacus  !  ’twoul’d  grieve  me  lefs. 

Should  you  fuch  kindnefwith  your  Eyescxprefs  5 
Enough,  one  look,  or  glance,  in  Love  can  plead  , 

Too  well  your  Heart  (lie  in  your  Eyes  may  read. 

But  whiPft  by  words  your  pafiion  you  declare, 

You  wound  my  Soul  too  deeply  through  my  Ear. 

What  Magick  can  you  in  her  Beauty  fee, 

Rather  to  die  with  her  than  live  with  me.  [JFeep/ng. 

Jph.  He  muft  not  die,  but  here  a  Pris’ner  ftay, 

Till  he  a  mighty  debt  of  Love  does  pay. 
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Ofm.  Alas  /  his  Heart  muft  now  a  Bankrupt  be, 

For  he  has  lavilh’t  all  that  wealth  on  thee. 

And  nothing,  nothing  does  remain  for  me. 

Diftrefs’d  alike  we  all  to  Death  will  go  : 

We  (hall  not  in  Death’s  bleft  Dominions  know 
The  cares  which  mortal  Lovers  feel  below. 

Iph.  Thy  cruel  heart !  Cannot  fuch  goodnels  move  > 

Go  ,  fora  Pardon!  kneel,  repent,  and  love. 

You  Pow'rs !  that  cherifh  Vertue,  and  prepare 
Thofe  dreadful  Thunders  which  the  wicked  fear  $ 

Can  you  be  never  weary  to  forgive  $ 

Shall  this  ungrateful  Prince  for  ever  live  } 

Ofm.  Now  I  muft  chide  thy  zeal  that  dares  to  move 
In  fo  profane  a  rage  againft  my  Love. 

I  can  forgive  him,  let  us  charm  out  grief. 

And  for  our  miferies  feek  fome  relief. 

With  tender  joy  the  King  will  hear  me  fpeak  3 
l’le  fhevv  him  the  black  crime  without  dilguile, 

Kings  are  but  bad,  becaufe  few  dare  advife.  [  A  martial  Mufick. 

Iph.  We  have  new  griefs,  the  Martial  founds  we  hear, 
Declare  the  fad  proceffion  to  be  near. 

Ofm.  But  common  blood  had  yet  our  Altar  fed, 

Which  was,  like  that  of  Beads,  unpitied  fhed  3 
But  thefe  brave  Youths  feem  rather  Deities, 

That  might  expefr,  not  be  a  Sacrifice. 

Iph.  The  fid  ele&ion  is  already  made, 

Where  I  the  King — or  rather  Love  obey’d,  [ AJide , 

The  Priefts,  the  Captive  Strangers,  and  the  King 
Into  the  Temples  holieft  part  we  bring  3 
I  made  my  choice,  and  bade  the  Poph<e  bind 
That  Youth,  whom  for  the  Viftim  I  defign’d  3 
We  fwore  our  Temples  Laws  fhould  be  fulfill’d, 

And  the  Great  Vi&im  at  the  Altar  kill’d. 

Ofm.  But  did  the  Grecians  with  firm  Vertue  wait 
The  unjutt  ftroke  of  their  approaching  Fate  } 

Iph.  All  that  the  Strangers  did  was  great  and  brave  3 
Each  begg’d  to  die,  and  would  the  other  fave.* 

My  Sentence  pafs’d,  juft  as  1  crown’d  the  Head 
Of  him,  who  to  the  Altar  muft  be  lead. 

Cold  tremblings  ceas’d  me,  and  did  ftop  my  breath  3 
All  appear’d  gloomy,  as  the  Shades-of  Death. 


And 


24 


CIRCE. 


And  in  this  Trance  methoughtsa  Sacred  Voyce, 

VVith  dreadful  words  feem’d  to  upbraid  my  choice  5 
My  Fathers  reverend  Ghoftdid  then  appear, 

All  ftain’d  with  Blood,  whil’ft  I  diffolv’d  with  fear  $ 

It  cry’d  aloud,  mourn  Iphigenia^  mourn! 

Thou  haft  difturb’d  my  Alhesin  their  Urn  5 
Unhappy  Maid  !  thou  art  about  a  Deed, 

At  which  the  Earth  will  groan,  and  Nature  bleed. 

This  faid,  the  angry  Form  d idol v’d  to  Air  3 
I  fear  our  Stars  fome  difmal  fate  prepare. 

Ofm.  Pie  from  this  difmal  Scene  retire,  and  pray 
Infomeclofe  Shade,  weeping  our  finsaway.  Ofm. 

Scene  Fourth. 

Enter  Circe. 

■Cir.  Death,  and  confufion !  I  am  loft,  betray’d, 

For  ever  loft,  where  is  this  cruel  Maid  ? 


Enter  four  Spirits . 

Perfidious  King  !  my  carelels  Spirits  appear ! 

More  than  ten  thoufand  Hells  my  anger  fear. 

Weep  Jphigenia  !  ’tis  a  mighty  caufe, 

That  from  thefe  Eyes  fuch  Streams  of forrow  draws. 

Iph.  Ah  (peak,  what  have  I  done,  that  I.muft  pay 
So  many  Tears  to  wafh  the  guilt  away. 

Cir.  Luft,  Zeal,  Ambition,  never  did  incline 
The  blackeft  Monfter  to  a  Crime  like  thine. 

Ah  Jphigenia!  what  did  guide  thy  hand 
To  make  that  fatal  choice?  the  Kings  command  £ 

Jph .  In  the  ele&ion  I  the  King  obey’d. 

Cir.  Curie  on  my.  Folly,  we  are  both  betray’d. 
Know  then,  Orefies ,  Agamemnon's  Son, 

Who  rang’d  about  the  World  himfelf to  (hun. 

That  Noble  Relick  of  thy  glorious  Race, 

Is  by  the  Priefts  conducted  to  this  place  $ 

Crown’d  and  prepar’d  to  die,  condemn’d  by  thee. 
Iph.  My  Brother!  Heavens! 


Cir. 
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Cir.  The  wretched  Viftim  fee  3 

The  Scene  opens  to  the  inward  part  of  the  Temple :  O  relies  is  dif- 
covered  crow?z'd>  as  to  the  Sacrifice  3  wnh  him  Diana5/  Priefis 
hearing  her  Images ,  Pylades,  Guards  and  Attendants . 

Weep  till  thy  forrows  drown  the  World  and  me. 

Iph.  Arife  1  arife !  you  vapours  of  the  Night  .* 

Hide  me :  alas  !  I  dread  that  fatal  fight. 

Orefi  My  Iphigenia  in  thy  breaft  receive  [Embracing, 

That  joyful  Soul,  which  will  my  bofome  leave. 

Iph.  Dear  Brother  /  hafte  from  Death,  and  me  elcape. 

Fly  your  ill  Genius  in  a  Sifters  fhape. 

Orefi  Ah !  let  me  now  expire,  fince  I  have  (een 
Her,  for  whole  fake  I  have  a  Stranger  been 
To  Geeece ,  and  happy  reft  3  methinks  5tis  fweet. 

Though  we  do  here  in  Death’s  fad  Region  meet. 

Iph.  Why  did  I  beg  of  Heav’n  to  fee  this  hour  ? 

Oh  /  that  you  had  been  Ihipwrack’t  on  our  fhore  : 

You  have  efcap’d  the  dangers  of  the  Sea, 

It's  Rocks  and  ftormes,  to  perilh  here  by  me. 

Orefi  Weep  not  for  me,  for  I  deferve  no  tears  3 
I  have  out  liv’d  my  vertue  many  years  3 
Tis  time  that  I  fhould  dye :  your  forrow  keep 
For thofe, whofe fall’tis  Piety  to  weep. 

Thank  every  God  that  in  this  diftant  place. 

You  faw  not  the  misfortunes  of  our  Race  .* 

In  Death’s  cold  armes  our  Royal  parents  lye. 

Iph.  Of  this  confus’d  reports  did  hither  fiye, 

And  to  their  facred  fhades  a  Tomb  I  made, 

Where  the  Oblations  to  the  dead  I  pay’d. 

We  muft  defraud  paft  miferies  to  pay 
The  Tribute  which  we  owe  the  prefent  day. 

For  my  dead  Parents  I  can  weep  no  more. 

Brother,  I  muft  my  prelent  lofs  deplore. 

Orefi.  Do  not  the  dying. with  fuch  forrow  treat. 

For  fear  the  World  believe  that  Life  is  fweet. 

Iph.  Cities  are  form’d  for  Peace,  and  civil  Rule  3 
Nature  in  Deferts  keeps  a  gentler  School. 

No  impious  Beaft  preys  there  on  his  own  kind : 

Tygers  the  Tygers  fpare,  my  rage  is  blind. 
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Iff  f  ^  * 

All  things  but  1  her  facred  Laws  obey  5 
On  my  own  blood  my  hungry  rage  does  prey  3 
My  hand  will  foon  be  arm’d  againft  your  life, 

Th’  officious  Priefts  prepare  the  fatal  Knife. 

OreJ.  Let  them  come  on  /  but  e’re  to  death  {  go, 

The  Will  of  dying  Agamemnon  know. 

Behold  that  Prince,  [Pointing  to  Pylades* 

Iph. - Still  be  thole  Eyes  acurli ! 

’Twas  there,  alas !  my  Virtues  fhipwrack’t  firft: 

II  .  My  better  Genius  never  ceas’d  tofue, 

A  thoufand  other  things  did  plead  for  you  3 
But  from  thofe  Eyes  Love  (hot  a  poyfon’d  Dart, 

All  that  was  good  fled  my  infected  heart  3 
Nature  did  plead  no  more,  for  Love  was  there 
So  loud,  I  could  no  other  Suppliant  hear. 

I  lov’d  your  Friend. 

Oref. - -  Bleft  be  the  Pow’rs  above, 

Bleft  be  your  choice,  and  ever  bleft  be  Love  3 
Blind  as  he  is,  he  did  moft  wifely  guide. 

Give  me  you  hand, - receive  your  gentle  Bride :  £  Firji  to  Iph. 

Thefe  Nuptials  Agamemnon  ftill  defign’d,  c  then  to  PyL 

And  that  laft  bus’nefs  to  my  care  injoynd. 

Iph.  Ay  me,  you  Gods/ 

Oref.  — - For  ever  happy  be, 

My  Empire,  Pylades ,  I  leave  to  thee  3  \ 

Bleft  be  thy  Counfels ,  at  thy  Palace  Gate 
May  Vidory  with  all  her  Trophies  wait. 

Cir .  Think  not  of  Death,  all  Nature  firft  (hall  die. 

And  in  her  primitive  confufioniie. 

Scene  Sixth. 

v  Enter  Thoas  and  Ithacus. 

1  . 

Tho.  You  muft  not,  Iphigenia ,  weep  alone, 

I  from  the  Priefts  have  your  fad  ftory  known  3 
Let  us  unite  our  grief,  unhappy  Maid  / 

By  me  and  Heav  n  to  a  black  crime  betray’d. 

Cir.  You  cheaply  to  thefe  Strangers  pity  give. 

Whom  you  by  folid  bounties  fhould  relieve. 

My  Lord,  what  led  you  to  this  dire  miftake  § 

Is  this,  alas !  the  choice  \  bade  you  make  ? 

- -  The* 


C1R  e  El 


Tho.  His  fentence  now  is  paft,  and  he  muft  dye, 

That  other  Stranger  may  yourufe  lupply.  [Pointing  to  Pyl. 
Cir .  Alas,  he  cannot  / 

Tho .  - -  Gods!  dare  you  proclaim 

To  me,  and  all  the  world  your  guilty  flame. 

Thou  lov’ft  him  Queen  /  This  beauteous  ftranger  muft 
Serve  the  important  bus’nefs  of  thy  luft. 

Cir.  Old  men,  who  no  ftrong  proofs  of  Love  can  (how. 

Fly  to  their  laftreferve,  and  jealous  grow, 

As  lazy  Monarchs,  who  the  main  negled, 

Think  they  are  wife  enough  if  they  fufpeft  : 

We  from  young  Lovers  Tealoufie  may  bear  5 
Thofe  are  but  April  ftorms,  ’twill  foon be  clear; 

But  can  we  bear  a  tempeft  from  the  old  £ 

Whole  kindeft  feafon  is  too  rough  and  cold. 

Recall  thy  Youth,  and  then  prelume  to  be 
Jealous  of  fo  Divine  a  Good  as  me. 

Iph.  Ah,  my  dread  Lord  /  though  you  deny  relief, 

Do  not  refufe  this  priviledge  to  grief.  cGoes  to  kneel, 

Tho.  ’Tis  Love’s,  and  my  prerogative  to  fue,  ^  Thoasftrives  to 
Iph.  Here  I  muft  weep  till  I  have  melted  you  $C take  her  up. 

But  oh  /  methinks  thole  Eyes  do  fiercely  move, 

Not  with  the  loft  humility  of  Love  : 

Stern  Majefty  fits  like  a  Tyrant  there, 

And  threatens  murder,  ruin  and  delpair. 

Cir.  She  needs  muft  vanquish,  Love  her  Standard  bears. 

And  Beauty’s  wondrous  eloquent  in  tears. 

Iph.  You  in  revenge  my  Brothers  fall  decree, 

’Tis  guilt  enough  to  be  ally ’d  tome: 

My  fatal  pride,  and  my  unjuft  dilHain, 

Which  has  beheld  you  figh  fo  long  in  vain, 

Delerves  a  thoUfand  tortures,  let  'em  come, 

IJle  humbly  on  my  knees  receive  my  doom  5 
Yes,  let  me  to  thofe  cruel  Racks  be  led. 

Where  dying  Wretches  envy  all  the  dead  5 
Where  bloody  Tyrants  feaft  their  Tyrant  death, 

Amongft  thofe  torments  let  me  peld  my  breath  ? 

And  if  thole  pains  too  mild  and  gentle  prove, 

Bring  in  the  torment  of  delpairing  Love : 

Call  Jealoufie,  and  all  that  Mortals  fear. 

Invent  a  thoufand  more,  and  fix  ’em  here, 

E  2  But 
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But  fpare  my  Brother.-  , 

Tho. - Ah,  that  pow’rlwant/ 

This  is  the  only  thing  I  cannot  grant. 

Iph.  Nothing,  ah  /  nothing  his  fierce  heart  can  move. 

Flow  falfe  is  the  Idolatry  of  Love  ? 

What  adoration  have  you  pay’d  thefe  Eyes? 

You  call'd ’em  Fleav’ns,  and  yet  their  tears  defpife. 

I  do  conjure  you  by  thefe  tears,  by  all 
That  we  can  tender,  brave,  or  virtuous  call  ; 

By  your  dead  Mothers  Ghoft,  fome  mercy  {hew.  : 

Tho.  I  muft  be  cruel  5  Heav’ns  unerring  voice 
Bade  us  this  day  be  careful  in  our  choice. 

Pronouncing  a  moft  difmal  fate  to  all,  - 
Unk-fsthat  Viftim  at  their  Altar  fall. 

lib.  Let’s  fcorn  what  e’re  the  Oracle  did  fay. 

We  fhould  no  Diety,  but  Love  obey. 

Cir.  If  he  be  fav’d  the  Gods  have  all  decreed  £  Afide . 

That  with  the  reft  my  deareft  Son  muft  bleed. 

Buthasa  Rebel  merited  that  name,  , 

Who  dares  betray  his  glory  and  my  fame  .<? 

My  Son  !  by  Heav’n  !  I  will  difbwn  my  blood. 

Fie  does  degenerate  by  being  good  .* 

My  high  defigns  his  vertue  does  defeat  3 
Thevertuous  Coward  never  dares  be  great. 

But  can  a  Mothers  Eye  behold  him  dead  ? 

He  is  my  Son  and  in  my  bofome  bred. 

Bold  Love,  againft  thy  Life  a  Mother  arms, 

And  bids  herfave  that  Grecian  by  her  charms. 

Tho.  Double  the  Guards  about  the  Temple  Gate, 

And  bring  the  noble  Stranger  to  his  fate. 

Cir.  Compafiion,  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee?  £  Afide. 
Trouble  the  foolifh,  and  the  good,  not  me. 

Why  do  the  Gods  by  halves  let  us  be  ill? 

Leaving  fome  goodnels  to  us  ftill.  /- 

Iph.  Here  I  invoke  all  that  the  world  adores  3  [Kneels. 
Ye  Gods  of  Hcav’n,  and  you  infernal  Powers, 

Thee,  Sacred  Image,  and  my  Father’s'  fhade, 

Come,  and  behold  a  poor  affiided  Maid  3 
Qppreft  with  crimes,  (he  here  devoutly  bows. 

But  fcorn  her  Prayers,  bedeaftoallher  vows* 
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if  Ihe  ask  ought  but  death. 

Oref.  - - - -  Ah  /  Sifter,  live, 

Do  not  the  World  of  all  that's  good  deprive  5 
Be  Virtu’s  Martyr,  ftiould  the  good  like  thee. 

All  covet  Death  ,  who  would  Examples  be  ? 

Iph.  The  a&ions  of  the  living  never  plead. 

We  envy  them,  but  ftill  refpeft  the  Dead.* 

I’ledie,  and  will  a  great  Example  (how 
Of  what  the  erring  World  to  Nature  owe  .- 
Yes,  I  will  leave  this  World,  where  Innocence 
Cannot  be  fafe,  much  lefs  be  a  defence. 

But  what’s  that  lafting  home  we  ftrive  to  reach. 

Which  our  Religious  Guides  (b  darkly  preach?  £7tfPyL 
Pyl.  Heav’n  is  a  place  where  all  are  fair  like  you, 

All  figh  for  Love,  the  Lovers  all  are  true* 

Tho.  Go  feek  a  (liadedarkas  the  Grave,  and  there 
Weep  while  this  Tragick  Pomp  is  a&ing  here.  [Guards  force  away  iph. 

Oref.  Renown  and  Arms  farewel.  Gome,  Priefts  draw  near, 
Prepare  the  Sacred  Knife,  and  fix  it  here. 

Cir.  Have  you  no  mercy,  Sir? 

Tho . - - - -My  anger  fly, 

Dare  but  weep  !  and  both  of  you  (ball  die. 

Cir.  His  Eyes  muftbe  eclips’d,  his  charming  Eyes  1 
Yes,  my  faint  heart,  thy  Sacred  Idol  dies. 

Love,  thou  can’ft  make  all  Nature  bold  but  me. 

What  did  the  great  Medea  do  for  thee/ 

She  loft  her  Father,  young  Abfirtu#  flew, 

And  with  bold  J afon  from  her  Country  flew* 

I  love  as  ftrongly  as  Afr^cou’d, 

And  am  as  skilful  in  the  trade  of  blood  > 

If  any  kindnefsofthe  Mother  reft. 

It  (hall  be  quickly  baniftit  from  my  bread:. 

Let  luft,  and  rage,  humanity  fucceed. 

Rather  than  thee  all  humane  kind  (hall  bleed* 

Infpirers,  and  performers  of  each  ill ! 

Infernal  Pow’rs !  be  ready  to  my  will, 

I  will  the  life  of  my  Orejtes  fave, 

Or  bury  him  and  Nature  in  one  Graven  [Exit  Circe. 
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Oreftes  goes  up  to  the  Altar  with  Py  lades.  There  is  an  entry  of  Priefis. 

SON  G. 

By  the  Priefis. 

I. 

OH  !  Heav'tdy  Virgin  !  from  thy  Starry  Throne , 

Loof  down  on  Scythia,  thy  mofi  holy  Seat  / 

Our  Arms ,  with  Fi&ory,  and  Trophies ,  crown, 

3 Tis  eafie  to  be  Good,  when  we  are  Great . 

i  r. 

77/  yw/2  Mankind  Jhould  at  thy  Altar  bleed , 
thy  Empire ,  Chafiity ,  invade , 

Whatever  happy  Lover  does  Jucceed , 

From  chajle  Diana’s  Province  Jleals  a  Maid. 

Song  again. 

0  cheated  Mortals  !  what  has  Life  of  fweet  .<? 
is  contented  with  the  prejent  day  .<? 

0#r  prejent^oy  is  a  vain  hope  we  may , 

the  next  hour ,  pleafure  meet. 

That  Courtier  like,  does  feed 
Poor  Mortals  with  a  hope  they  fall  Jucceed. 

We  will  be  wife ,  Jj-e,  prepare  the  facred  Knife , 

Farewel !  farewel  !  thou  valued  trifle ,  Life . 

Chorus  of  Priefts.  C  ^4  Dance  of 
Wound ,  wound  the  Vi&im ,  /tf'era’  his  Sacred  Breafifc  Combatants . 
And  give  his  laboring  Soul  eternal  rejl. 

Wound ,  wound ,  8tc.  £  It  Thunders. 

CAs  they  go  to  kill  Oreftes,  /tjw  Dragons  rife  out  of  the  Earth, and 
\bear  him  away  $  Circe  appears  in  a  Chariot  drawn  by  Dragons. 

Tho.  This  is  the  Queen,  oh !  let  me  reach  her  heart, 

Ere  (lie  delude  our  Anger  by  her  art. 

Cir.  How  feeble  is  thy  rage !  I  am  above 
All  hurts,  but  thofe  which  I  receive  from  Love. 

Tho.  I’le  find  thee  Sorcerefs,  though  thou  fly’ft  to  Hell, 
Though  you  fhould  both,  with  death  and  darknefs  dwell. 

Cir.  No  Kings  do  ever  at  bold  ills  connive, 

And  what  they  dare  not  punifh  they  forgive. 

Tie 
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I’le  fly  to  my  inchanted  Palace*  where 

I’le  lofe  no  blifs,  for  any  thought  of  fear.  [  Flyes  away, 

Tho,  You  Gods  revenge  me  ,  Clouds  fwell  big  and  break, 
Why  does  not  Heav’n  in  it’s  loud  Thunder  foeak? 

Meet  her  you  Light’nings,  in  her  Magick  flight  5 
But  Heav  n  denies  to  do  the  injur’d  right  5 
My  fwelling  rage*  in  privacy  Pie  fhrowd. 

And  not  un*King  my  felf  before  the  Crowd.  [Exeunt  Omnet. 


ACT.  IV. 

Scene,  Circe  s  Inchanted  Palace,  with  a  beautiful  Gar¬ 
den  :  In  the  middle  is  feen  the  Hill  Parnafus ,  on 
which  Orpheus  is  difcovered  a  playing  on  his  Lute, 
while  Oreftes  is  fleeping  on  a  Bed  of  Flowers,  with; 
Circe  s  Women  finging  about  him. 

SONG. 

Sung  by  Circe'/  Women, 

I. 

Sigh  Lovers ,  ftgh  ! 

The  God  of  Love  infpires 
Hind  gentle  thoughts ,  and  warm  defires , 

See  !  the  Winds  blow ,  the  Flowers  move  r 
*Tis  Nature  that  does  (Ighfor  Love, 

1 1: 

Hark}  hark}' the  Birds  \ 

Alas ,  they  do  not  Jing 
To  welcome  in  the  beauteous  Springs 
*  T ■  But  in  their  untaught  Notes  complain 

Of  Love ,  our  Univerjal  pain. 

Orefi  The  dreams  of  Trophies,  and  victorious  A’rmes, 

Of  future  Fame,  have  not  fuch  pleating  charmes.  [Waking, 
Why  did  you.  Sacred  Quire,  the  happy  wake? 

This  gentle  deep  let  me  for  ever  take. 
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How  was  I  from  the  fatal  Altar  caught, 

And  by  what  Magickwas  I  hither  brought 
This  is  the  Region  of  the  Spring,  and  here 
It  forms  the  beauties  of  a  kindly  year  5 
Sure  I  am  dead,  and  thefe  delicious  things 
Are  the  divine  rewards  which  Virtue  brings  : 
In  the  cool  (hades  of  this  eternal  Grove 
The  Hero  reds  from  all  the  pains  of  Love. 


Scene  Second 


Enter  Circe 


Cir.  The  fweets  of  youth,  and  ever  blooming  Spring, 

The  joys  of  Plenty,  Peace,  and  Health  I  bring  5 
For  Love,  and  all  his  foft  delights  prepare. 

Be  kind  as  unexperienc’d  Virgins  are. 

Oref.  Sure  I  have  feen  before  that  lovely  Face, 

Bright  fair  !  are  you  the  Godded  of  this  place  , 

Or  feme  dead  Lover  doom’d  to  wander  here? 

For  Deaths  calm  Manfion  thefe  frefh  (hades  appear. 

Cir.  I  am  a  Mortal  by  the  Pow’rs  above, 

Plac’d  hereto  teach  the  gentle  arts  of  Love. 

Oref.  That  Tyrant  needs  to  chufe  no  other  Eyes, 

When  he  would  triumph  ore  the  brave  and  wife. 

She’s  killing  fair. 

Cir.  - • - Hero  /  I  come  to  blame 

Thy  wild  ambition,  and  thy  third  of  fame  5 
1  Nature  did  Youth  for  fofter  things  defign. 

For  love,  and  pleafures,  and  in  Courts  to  (hine. 

Your  Warlike  Trumpets  dill  (o  loud  have  blown, 

The  gentle  voice  of  Love  was  heard  by  none. 

Fold  up  your  Enfigns,  red  from  toils  of  War  5 
Come  dumber  in  the  bofbme  of  the  fair. 

Oref.  But  mud  not  Youth  afpiretothat  renown. 

With  which  the  War  does  daring  Valour  crown  ? 

Cir.  Young  Souldier  /  go,  o’re-run  the  World  with  War, 
Seek  ev’ry  place  where  Death  and  dangers  are  5 
A  brave  Dedroyer  you  at  lad  return, 

Whofe  fatal  courage  .makes  whole  Empires  mourn. 

Oref  What  Sacred  Ppw’rs  this  tendered  infpire  ) 

Kind  amorous  thoughts  dampa'iroy  Warlike  fire. 
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Or.  Beauty,  adorn’d  with  all  it’s  arts  to  pleafe 
Little  complaints,  and  tender  Jealoulies, 

Prepares,  Heroick  Youth,  delights  for  thee, 

Sweeter  than  Triumph  after  Vi&ory. 

Oref.  In  what  vain  Mifts  all  the  Ambitious  move ! 

There  is  not  any  Solid  good,  but  Love. 

Or.  Can  all  the  Laurels  of  a  bloody  Field, 

Such  pleafures  as  a  fnowy  bofome  yield. 

Behold  a  Melting  fair  with  dying  Eyes, 

Who  (ighs,  and  pants,  whofe  Breads  do  gently  rile  5 
With  open  armes,  thatSpoyler,  Love  docs  meet, 

And  bids  him  boldly  rifle  every  fweet.  [ Embracing  Orefles* 

SONG.  C 

By  Circes  Women , 

I. 

YOung  Phaon  firove  the  blifs  to  tafle , 

But  Sappho  ftill  deny'd. 

He  firuggled  long ,  the  Touth  at  lajl 
Lay  panting  by  her  Jide . 

II. 

Ufelefs  he  lay ,  Lorn  would  not  wait 
Till  they  could  both  agree , 

They  idly  languifi't  in  debate , 

When  they  fhould  active  be. 

I  1 1. 

At  lajl  come  ruin  me  fie  cryd 
And  then  there  fell  a  Tear , 

Tie  in  thy  Breaji  my  blufies  hide, 

Do  all  that  Virgins  fear. 

I  V . 

Oh  !  that  Age  could  Loves  rites  perform 
We  makg  old  men  obey , 

They  court  us  long. ,  Touth  does  but  form? 

And  Blunder ,  and  away. 

\  F  Oref 
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Ore/.  How  faftllanguifh  !  and  how  loon  I  love/ 
Morefwiftly  than  Youths  common  pace  I  move. 
Armies,  when  they  begin  to  difobey* 

And  fearful  grow,  melt  not  (b  faft  away 
Before  the  Foe  that  pufhes  on  the  day. 

Cir.  We  (houkl  improve  what  does  fo  little  laft, 
We  flow  (^alas  )  but  late  ,  and  ebb  too  faff* 

Orpheus  flings. 


Give  me  my  Lute ,  in  thee  feme  eafi  Ifind% 
•  Euridice  is  dead 
And  to  that  difmal  Country  fled 
gfflhere  all  is  flad,  and  gloomy ,  as  my  mind . 


II. 

The  world  has  nothing  worth  a  Lovers  care7 
None  now  by  Rivers  weep: 

Vcrfle,  and  the  Lute  are  both  afleep  5 
AU  women  now  are  falfe ,  and  few  are  fain 

III. 

Thy  Scepter ,  Love,  fh all  ore  the  Aged  be  5 
Lay  by  thy  ufelefls  Darts , 

.  For  all  our  Youth  will  guard  their  hearts , 
And  Scorn  thy  fading  Empire ,  taught  by  me. 

'  IV. 

Beauty  the  -  Thracian  Youth  no  more  full  move 0 
Now  they  Jhalljigh  no  more. 

But  all  my  nobic  Vcrfl  adore , 

It  has  more  graces  t  han  the  Queen  of  Love. 

1  *  ,, 

.  •  *! 

A  Jo  ft  Symphony. 


The  Heavens  open ,  Cupid  defcends  upon  Parnaflus,  and  flings. 

Cup.  T  TOw  dull  is  all  the  world !  that  none  fljould  move ? 

o  In  the  caufle  ofinjurd  Love, 

The  bad  are  Ca  fe,  Heavn s  idleThunder  teares 
Mountains ,  but  the  guilty  /pares. 

Mortal 
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Mortal  ear  holy  Altars  then  fljall  he  ! 

Ever  thus  profan’d  by  thee. 

If  Poets ,  Beauties  faithful  Train ,  rebel 
Vows,  and  incenfe ,  all  farewell. 

How  can  thy  noble  Art  ungrateful  prove , 

Fed  by  beauty  and  by  Love  .<? 

Hark  hark  !  thefe  Bells  and  Berecinthian  Pipes  declare 
That  Thrace  a  Feajl  to  Bacchus  does  prepare  j 
The  raging  Bacchanals/)?/  rites  fulfil. 

They  fall  revenge  me,  and  the  Rebel  kill. 

Enter  Bacchanals, 

Song  by  the  Bacchanals 

Fill  all  the  Bowls  with  Sprightly  Wine , 

And  let  the  women  drinks 
Men  vifit  now ,  are  very  five, 

Talk.much,  and  never  thinly 
Sure  thefe  follies  our  Sex  might  claim  as  their  due. 

Since  Mankind  incroaches 
On  ourfmall  Debauches , 

New  manly  delights  let  the  women  purfiie. 

This  comfort  poor  cuckolded  Ladies  did  find. 

To  drown  in  full  Bowles , 

The  cares  cf  their  Souls , 

When  the  husband  isfalfe,and  the  Gallant  unkind . 

Chorus.  In  empty  Beds  we  abfint  Lovers  mourn. 

There  fits  the  man  that  does  our  Empire  fecorn  : 

He  makes  the  Thracian  Touth  defpife 
Warm  fwtUing  Breafis  and  dying  Eyes. 

Make  ready  your  Darts ,  and  valiantly  fling , 

Let  him  dye,  to  his  groans  wed  dance  and  fing . 


They  fling  their  darts  at  Orpheus,  who  falls  dead,  thy  dance , 
then  the  Mountain  disappears. 

Orefe  Armes,  and  all  warlike  toil  forgotten  be, 

Thou  (oft  inchanter,  Love,  Tie  follow  thee  5 
Let  my  luxurious  Eyes  furvey  each  Grace, 

Devour  thelulcious  beauties  of  this  face,  [_  Looking  on  her  eagerly. 

,  F  2  .  Which 
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Which  warm  my  blood  more  than  the  Trumpets  found. 
And  deeper  far  than  Wars  fierce  Engines  wound. 

Cir.  Officious  Love  (hall  drew  us  Beds  of  Flowers, 
Onwhich  we’lfport  away  our  golden  hours.* 

There  let  us  dill  with  frelh  defires  purfue, 

Whatever  Youth  performs,  and  Age  would  do^ 

And  when  we  panting  lie  new  breath  touake, 

Mufick,  Love's  Trumpet,  (hall  our  Courage  wake. 

Oref.  Behold  the  Birds  vanquifh’d  with  fierce  defire 
To  unfrequented  (hades,  in  pairs  retire  : 

See  how  they  melt,  whilft  Youth  renews  with  hafie 
The  Banquet,  greedy  Love,  devoures  fo  fad : 

Shall  we  kfs  eagerly  to  pleafare  run  ? 

Ah  !  pity  me,  Our  Eyes  enough  have  done, 

Cir.  But  will  you  dill  be  true  }  and  call:  away 
Thole  other  Idols  you  did  once  obey  > 

Oref.  You  (hall  my  heart  without  a  Rival  hold. 

And  I  will  be  more  conftant  than  the  Old. 

Cir.  To  fome  dark  Grotto  let  us  then  repair. 

Love  and  my  blufiies  fear  the  open  Air. 

Scene  Third. 

It  Thunders. 

Enter  a  Spirit, 

Spir.  Guard  you  the  ever  gentle  God  of  Love  5 
The  King  adifted  by  the  Pov/rs  above, 

Aided  by  Vejia,  has  diffolv’d  your  charms. 

And  comes  to  force  you  from  your  Lovers  arms. 
Fiercer  than  Thunder  is  his  Jealous  rage, 

Your  life  alone  his  fury  can  afl’wage. 

Fled  are  thofe  Phantoms,  which  by  your  command, 

In  dreadful  diapes,  did  at  the  Entrance  ftand. 

Fly,  Circe ,  fly!  nor  is  your  Palace  now 
By  Milds  and  Clouds,  conceal’d  from  humane  view  5. 
They  all  are  vanifh’t,  a  diforder’d  pace 
Will  bring  him  foon  to  this  unguarded  place, 

Cir.  In  vain  the  Tyrant  does  my  lifepurfue. 

He  cannot  wound  my  bofome  but  in  you* 
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Ore/  From  you  Sweet  breafl:  all  fence  of  fear  remove, 

Let  naught  inhabit  there,  but  joy  and  Love. 

This  Sword  I  but  for  your  protection  wear,  [ [Draws . 

How  weak  whole  Armies  of  the  jealous  are? 

Compar’d  to  Lovers,  when  they  beauty  guard. 

Cir.  This  tender nefs  alas  Fexcufe  in  me 
I  dare  not  let  you  fight  for  vidory. 

My  Dear,  within  this  fecret  Covert  ftay3  ^  Goes  to  put  him 
Till  I  have  talk’d  the  Tyrants  rage  away.  *1  in  an  Arbor . 

Ore/.  Love  be  no  more  the  paffion  of  great  minds, 

Beauty  does  counfel  Valour  to  retreat  5 
Should  all  the  llniverfe  my  fall  confpire, 

I  might  be  vanquilht,  but  could  n’re  retire 

Cir.  llfelefs,  alas,  will  all  your  courage  prove, 

Flie  / 1  conjure  you  by  the  charms  of  Love 5 
The  King,  approaches,  can  you  difobey  ? 

Spirits  afcend  !  and  force  him  then  away  / 

[Spirits  appear ,  who  force  Oreftes  into  the  Arbor . 
From  baneful  Weeds  gather  the  falling  Dew  5  [To  the  Spirits 
My  charms  are  finifht  which  I  muft  renew. 

Circe,  this  day  for  mighty  ills  prepare, 

Be  bold  as  man,  cruel  as  Women  are. 


Scene  Fourth. 


Enter  Thoas}  his  Sword  dr  awn  0  Guards. 

Thot  Where  have  you  plac’d  this  Lover  by  your  charms  \ 
Or  is  he  quite  diflblv’d  within  your  Arms  ? 

Tremble,  your  fate  is  written  in  my  brow. 

And  Hell  refgjfes  to  proted  you  now : 

Prepare  aThoufand  torments  to  receive. 

More  Hells  than  jealoufies,  or  confcience  give. 

Cir.  Kill  me,  if  you  grow  weary  of  the  Throne 
Or,  like  a  deity,  can  rule  alone  5 
Who  but  the  mighty  Cine  can  oppofe 
A  rapid  torrent  of  invading  Foes? 

Your  Coward  States-meu  do  all  danger  (hun. 

And  from  the  Empire’s  Helm  in  tempefts  run  ~ 
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Their  counfels  Senates  too  fo  long  protrad. 

The  young  and  valiant  have  no  time  to  ad  5 
Steady  in  Councels  I  alone  can  be , 

Am  quick  to  ad,  but  quicker  to  forelee  3 
Kill  the  Protedrefs  of  your  Life  and  State  $ 

I  fear  not,  and,  perhaps,  deferve  my  Fate. 

Pho.  I  mu  ft  this  Vidim  to  my  honour  make. 
Though  I  my  Throne,  and  all  the  Empire  (hake. 

Cir.  But  will  the  Senate  your  revenge  allow  ? 
Tothofe  advifing  Tyrants  youmuft  bow. 

They,  like  the  crowd,  are  manag’d  by  the  wife  3 
Back’d  with  their  Fa&ions,  I  thy  rage  defpife. 

Pho. I  have  no  rage,  your  Eyes  about ’em  bear 
Such  pow’rfull  Guards,  you  need  no  danger  fear. 
Your  Crimes - 

Would  weary  a  forgiving  God,  but  you 
Can  all  my  anger  with  a  look  fubdue. 

Now  you  my  weaknefs ,  and  your  Empire  know. 
Brave  all  my  rage,  and  ftill  more  guilty  grow. 
Injure  your  King,  but  not  what  we  adore, 

Orefies  to  the  Sacrifice  reftore. 

Cir.  Thofe  fervile  Flatterers  who  to  Thrones  refort. 
To  catch  at  empty  bounties  of  Court, 

Are  lefs  the  Slaves  to  intereft  and  Gain, 

Fawn,  and  diflemble  lefs  than  you  who  reign. 

Leave  to  your  guilty  Minifters  of  State, 

That  fervile  cunning  to  diflemble  hate  5 
As  boldly  as  a  God  revenge  purfue, 

In  that  revenge  be  as  impartial  too. 

P^0.No,no,falfe  Queen, I  own  yourEyes  have  charms. 
That  foften  all  my  rage, and  blunts  its  Arms, 

Though  than  the  Wind  you  more  unconftant  are. 
Though  you’r  unkind,  and  falfe,  you  ftill  are  fair^ 

Cir.  How  weak  your  paflion  is  ?  how  rafh  your  fears? 
My  Lord,  lam  not  falfe,  believe  thefe  Tears. 

I  can  (  though  you  are  Criminal  )  appear 
Spotlefs  as  firft  created  Angels  were. 

I  law  you  did  to  Ifhigenia  give, 

The  Tribute  which  my  Beauty  ftiould  receive, 
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And  then  would  punifh  you  by  Jealoufie, 

For  all  the  Tempefts  you  had  rais’d  in  me  5 
And  did  prefervetheGrecianPrince  byCharms, 

Not  to  have  Him,  but  you  within  my  Arms. 

Tho.  We  think  it  merit  blindly  to  believe 
Thofe  pious  falfhoods  we  from  Priefts  receive. 

Faith  is  Religions  happy  Lethargy, 

The  doubting  Wife  we  brand  with  Herefie, 

Hufbands  fhould  more  than  theReligious  ft  rive 
Blindly  to  truft,  and  blindly  to  believe. 

Be  falfe  till  you  have  weary’d  Humane  kind, 

Tie  think  you  true,  and  ftill  be  fafely  blind. 

Cir.  if  you  an  humble  fufferer  are  grown, 

I  all  my  Love  and  Innocence  difown. 

The  impotent  and  jealous  I  prefer 
To  the  infipid  Hulband  that  can  bear  3 
That  blood  injurious  to  your  honour  {pill. 

If  you  believe  her  falfe,  your  Circe  kill  3 
Butwitnels  charter  Pow’rs !  1  am  not  lb, 

I  could  not  bad  by  your  example  grow, 

Tho.  How  blindly  we  believe  when  Beauty  pleads. 

Which  to  its  fnares  the  rough  and  cautious  leads. 

To  his  juft  Fate  the  Grecian  Prince  reftore  5 
Youfhali  be  true,  for  I9le  (ufped  no  more. 

Cir.  My  Lord,  I  will,  and  the  next  riling  Sun 
Shall  fee  that  Sacrifice  of  horror  done: 

Oh  Sacred  Bowr  !* unfold  thy  leafie  Arms, 

And  be  no  more  protected  by  my  Charms. 

The  Bower  opens ,  Oreftes  comes  out ,  who  is 
feiz'd  by  the  Guards . 

Tho.  Go  lead  the  guilty  Tray  tor  to  his  Fate,  [To  the  Guards, 
But  e’re  you  give  the  blow  my  lignal  wait  3  [Oreft.  is  led  out ~ 

Empire  has  taught  me  many  Arts ,  but  you 
Have  polifh’t  what  the  Throne  but  roughly  drew  3 
Falfer  than  Cowards  when  for  life  they  fue. 

Ini  falfe  as  beauties  fnares ,  as  falfe  as  you. 

Where  is  your  boafted  Art  whom  imiles  deceive  ? 

The  wife  and  guilty  never  fhould  believe. 

From 
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From  Love,  at  leafr,  you  might  have  learrft  the  art 
To  have  preferv’d  that  Idol  of  your  Heart  5 
Under  the  Wings  of  Love  he  fafely  lay, 

Pvevell’d  all  night,  and  fported  all  the  day, 

But  now  lies  naked  to  each  ftormy  Wind, 

Of  which  Ten  Thoufand  wrack  the  jealous  mind. 

Cir.  This  noble  jealoufie  for  ever  fhow, 

It  Birrs  Love’s  dying  Embers  till  they  glow  5 
Love  would  without  it  dull,  and  lazy  grow  3 
As  Churches,  who  no  Hereticks  oppofe, 

Paid  into  ignorance  for  want  of  Foes. 

The  Region  of  your  Bofome  pleafesme. 

Though  rough,  and  ftormy,  like  the  North,  it  be. 

Tho.  Damn  your  falfe  fmiles  !  Pie  from  their  poifon  flie  3 
Under  thofe  Flow’rs,  Adders  and  Scorpions  lie. 

What  kindnefs  in  my  Bofome  can  there  be, 

For  fuch  an  open  Proftitute  as  thee  ? 

Cir.  Alas !  you  men  are  artful  to  deceive , 

And  our  weak  fex  is  eafie  to  believe  : 

The  inftrument  of  your  tyrannick  Pow’r, 

Poflfefs  him  now,  what  would  your  fury  more? 

7 ho.  His  blood,  his  blood  !  triumph  my  Fury!  now 
Exalt  with  joy  the  bold  victorious  brow  3 
And  by  the  Gods!  he  fhall  not  fall  alone. 

You  fhall  for  all  your  mighty  ills  attone. 

Death  does  not  deal  with  more  of  humane  kin  d, 

Youkifsand  breath  no  more  than  ev’ry  Wind. 

Your  Charms  and  Poyfons  lay  whole  Kingdoms  wafte, 

New  Autumn  Plagues  do  not  deftroy  fofaft. 

Come  every  Ghoft  /  whofe  blood  for  vengeance  call, 

My  murder’d  Honour  fee  thy  Vi&im  fall  / 

Cir.  Nay  then  Jtis  time  to  throw  off  all  difguife. 

Thy  pointlefs  Rage,  weak  Monarch,  I  delpife. 

Know  that  I  yet  have  Magick  fpells,  which  you, 

VVith  all  the  force  of  Heav’n  (hall  ne’re  undo. 

I  faw  thy  arts,  and  did  the  Prince  reftore, 

T o  mock  thy  anger,  and  torment  thee  more. 

Tho.  O  infolence !  my  Guards,  where  are  you  ?  flie ! 

Bring  back  the  Stranger,  (he  (hall  fee  him  die.  [ [Exeunt  Guards. 
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Cir.  How  like  the  Love  of  thy  declining  age  ! 

How  boafting  !  but  how  feeble  is  thy  rage  ? 

Prince  without  Pow’r  !  go  languifh  in  defpair. 

Ridden  by  all - 

Thy  favourites,  and  impos’d  on  by  the  fair. 

Brav’d  by  the  guilty,  all  my  Crimes  I  own  3 

He  (hall  fucceed  thee  in  my  Bed,  and  Throne  :  r  Enter  Guards 

Thou  (halt  by  Treafons  fall.  ^  with  Oreftes. 

Tho.  - - Furies  alcend  / 

And  to  my  rage  your  flames  and  Scorpions  lend. 

Cir.  Appear  all  my  infernal  Guards  /  appear  / 

And  let  no  mortal  Pow’r  invade  us  here.  c  It  Thunders ,  her 

i  Spirits  appear. 

The.  Die,  die  /  Adulterer  /  to  torments  go, 

See  if thefe  Treafons  you  can  ad  below.  [Offers  to  kill  Oreftes. 

SCENE  Fifth.  * 

Enter  Ithacus,  who  thrufts  himfelf  before  the  c  Thunder  and 
King  juft  as  he  has  reach'd  Oreftes.  c  Spirits . 

Ith.  Hold,  Thoas ,  hold  !  let  not  your  Sword  deftroy* 

All  that  the  World  ihould  covet  to  enjoy. 

Mankind,  and  Heav’n  this  Bofome  muft  defend, 

Your  Daughter’s  Life  does  on  his  Fate  depend  : 

Divine  Ofmida  is  a  Captive  made 
To  the  fierce  Greeks,  and  their  revenge,  betray’d  5 
They  trac’d  her  to  that  folitude,  where  (he 
Sought  peaceful  hours ,  from  noife  and  greatnefs  free  5 
Her  Guards  were  few,  and  thole  but  (lightly  arm’d  3 
They  yielded  foon,  and  foon  the  Town  alarm’d  : 

With  all  the  wings  of  gratitude  I  flew. 

And  from  the  Citadel  your  Forces  drew. 

But  Oh  too  late,  e’re  I  could  reach  the  fhore  3 
The  Royal  Virgin  to  their  Fleet  they  bore. 

SCENE  Sixth. 

To  them  Iphigenia  and  Pyladcs. 

Iph.  Heav’n  does  Force  and  Tyranny  declare, 

Againft  poor  Virtue,  making  open  War. 

G  '  Die* 
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Die,  Princefs !  Or  Ofmidd* s  death  prevent. 

Brother  !  Your  Grecians  have  a  Herald  fent.  [To  Oreftes. 

Who  from  his  Bark,  to  the  expecting  Crowd, 

Thefe  words  of  horror  did  pronounce  aloud  : 

Know  cruel  Scythians ,  if  our  Prince  mud  bleed, 

A  black  Revenge  the  Grecians  have  decreed. 

To  our  (ad  Country  we  at  lead:  will  boaft, 

To  have  appeas’d  her  murder’d  Heros  Ghod. 

T  This  faid,  he  hadily  forfook  the  (bore  : 

The  Princefs  all  with  tilent  griefdeplore. 

Oref.  Have  I  not  taught  that  Love  is  our  reward. 

And  that  all  VVarrioursare  but  Beauties  Guard  : 

Go  chide  their  impious  rage,  and  bid  ’em  be 
Careful  of  their  renown,  and  not  of  me  : 

Bid  ’em  the  Princefs  to  this  place  convey. 

But  at  her  feet  firft  weep  their  crime  away. 

SCENE  Seventh. 

To  them  a  Prieji. 

Prieji.  Thoas !  your  Daughter  will  not  fall  alone. 

The  rapid  Storm  threatens  your  Life  and  Throne. 

Hade  J  hade  !  the  Grecian  Captives  toredore, 

I  heir  Warlike  Troops  cover  our  frighted  (hoi;e  5 
The  Crowd,  to  whom  long  Pow’r  does  hateful  grow  , 

Ely  your  foft  Yoak,  revolting  to  the  Foe.  [Shouts  of  Soldiers , 

Ah  fave  your  (elf!  hither  the  torrent  flowes, 

O  rethrowing  all,  and  gathering  as  it  goes. 

The  King  Jtands  fixt  in  a  Melancholy  Pojlurc .. 

Cir.  Ah/  motion lefs  as  death  /  as  blent  too/ 

Rouze  thy  faint  Spirits ,  th*  Enemie’s  in  view. 

See  /  a  cold  fear  fits  trembling  in  his  Eyes : 

^ou’r  brave  in  peace,  and  after  danger  wife. 

Stout  againd  Innocence.  Your  anger  (how 
In  its  mod  dreadful  dhape  before  the  Foe. 

Dead,  dead  with  fear,  come,  humbly  creep  to  me, 

1  mud  the  Guardian  of  your  Empire  be. 

Tto.  Let  me  be  wafted  to  that  happy  Shore, 

VVhere  care  for  Empire  vex  the  mind  no  more, 

Noife 
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Noifelefs,  as  Planets,  there  we  move  in  peace, 

The  pains  of  wounded  Honour  there  (hall  ceafe. 

In  ftorms  of  Jealoufie  we  are  not  toft, 

No  Empire  there,  no  Daughter  can  be  loft. 

Ith.  He  needs  muft  fink  beneath  this  mighty  weight  $ 

Pity  a  King  at  the  laft  Ebb  of  Fate.  [To  Circe. 

Swiftly  my  tears,  as  his  Misfortunes,  flow, 

Some  grief  to  Tyrants,  indiftreft  weow  ,  j 'Weeps* 

Apply  foft  cures  to  his  afflifted  mind  5 

Gentler  than  Heav’ns,  let  him'  your  anger  find. 

Priefl.  Unleft  the  Gods  a  Kingdom  do  unite. 

In  vain  the  wife  confult,  and  valiant  fight. 

While  thefe  fad  difeords  do  her  entrails  tear, 

A  Forein  Yoke  poor  Scythia,  needs  muft  bear. 

Ith.  Madam,  will  you  behold  your  Country  fall  > 

To  you,  our  Gods,  and  we,  for  fuccourcall. 

Our  Gods,  and  us,  the  Grecians  Captive  make  5 
Rafh  and  luxurious  Princes  cannot  (hake 
A  Throne  fo  much,  but  you  can  fix  it  ftrait: 

Forgive  the  King,  pity  the  finking  State. 

Cir.  I  am  your  Heav’n  when  you  your  fafety  doubt, 

And  your  affii&ions  make  you  all  devout. 

His  Freedom,  let  the  Grecian  Prince  receive, 

The  reft  to  Fate,  and  my  wife  conduft  leave. 

Tho.  Curfe  on  thy  Arts !  and  doubly  curft  be  he, 

Who  firft  debas’d  the  World  to  Policy  3 
Revenge,  the  Gods  do  not  the  Beafts  deny, 

Tigers,  and  Wolves,  are  greater  Kings  than  I. 

Go,  to  his  Grecians ,  let  the  Prince  be  led, 

I  will  go  find  feme  eafe  among  the  dead.  [Exit  Thoas, 

SCENE  Eighth. 

Guards  go  to  lead  off  Oreftes,  Circe  flops  him . 

Cir.  My  Dear,  I  muft  accufe  your  guilty  hafte, 

Love  to  enjoyment  does  not  fly  fofaft. 

No  Sigh  ,  no  Tear,  not  any  tender  word, 

Not  one  kind  look  at  parting  you  afford. 

Oref.  I  dare  not  look,  fuch  weaknefs  I  betray, 

At  every  killing  glance  I  melt  away  » 

^G  2 
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Ill-natur’d  Wifdom  proudly  fits  above. 

And  cenfures  all  the  tender  nefs  of  Love. 

In  fecret  I  can  weep  and  figh  aloud, 

And  be  of  all  Love’s  little  follies  proud, 

But  would  not  fhew  my  weaknefrthe  Crowd. 

Cir.  The  cenfures  of  the  Envious  world  defpife. 

It  is  beneath  a  Lover  to  be  wife. 

Oref.  Let  us  our  felves  in  fome  vaft  Defart  hide. 

Where  Love  {hall  triumph  over  all  my  pride. 

There  Pie  chaftife  each  glorious  manly  thought. 

Naked,  and  bound  they  (hall  to  Love  be  brought. 

Cir,  No,  in  that  Defart  I  alone  muff  mourn, 

For  you  are  going,  and  will  ne  re  return. 

To  the  embraces  of  fome  other  fly  r. 

I  never  will  complain,  but  gently  die. 

Oref.  Here  I  can  flay  and  at  your  feet  expire, 

But  my  fierce  Souldiers  carry  Sword  and  fire 
To  all  your  Cities,  by  their  fury  lead, 

And  defolation  through  your  Empire  fpread, 

Cir .  Go  calm  their  rage -  [  Weep, 

There’s  an  ill  bodeing  Omen  in  my  Tears, 

Love  has  a  thoufand  vain  and  idle  fears. 

Like  little  States-men  ever*trouhlefome,, 

Uneafie,  and  fufpe&ing  all  to  come. 

When  you  your  Ships  and  warlike  Grecians  fee, 

Alas,  you  will  no  more  remember  me. 

Oh  hear  not  Fame,  nor  your  Ambition  plead, 

Perhaps  they  would  again  your  Youth  miflead. 

You  are  Love’s  Convert  now,  and  muft  be  good, 
fTafte  foft  delights,  and  third:  no  more  for  blood. 

Oref  Pie  reft  from  war,  but  fometimes  we  muft  fight,, 

To  purchafe  eafe,  arid  to  fecure  delight's 
A  flying  Camp  muft, hover,  ftill,.  about 
Where  Lovers  dwell,  to  keep  the  jealous  out. 

When  nature  is  wound  up. 

Expe&ing  blifs  none  ftiould  her  hopes  deftroy,. 

Fierce  torments  follow  interrupted  Joy. 

Cir.  Fear  not  the  Jealous*  you  will  be  fecure: 

From  fbrreign  Foes,  if  all  at  home  be  fure.  ^ 

Be  you  but  faithful  ftill,  and  truft  my  care  5-  *--f 

1  will  an ;  undifturb’d  retreat  prepare  .  £  Of 
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Of  purer  Clouds  Love  fhal]  a  Palace  build, 

Which  the  bright  Sun  with  Morning  Beams  (hall  guild : 

About  it  Groves,  where  Nature  fhall  be  feen, 

Still  charg’d  with  Sweets,  and  ever  dreft  in  Green  $ 

There  we’letafte  filent  Joys  and  calm  delight.  [Shouting  within . 

Oref.  Farewell  alas  I  muft  no  longer  flay. 

The  Tyrant  bus’nefs  ha  (tens  me  away,  [Circe  Weeps. 

Who  linger  ftill  behind :  ah  /  do  not  mourn. 

Tie  take  the  wings  of  Love  and  ftrait  return. 

Cir.  Alas  you  will  not. 

Oref.  Bythofe  Eyes  I  will. 

Cir .  A  thoufand  tender  fears  affiift  me  ftill, 

Ruine  and  Death  the  fullen  Stars  foretel, 

And  this  appears  to  be  a  laft  farewell. 

Your  Greeks  will  force  you  from  the  Scythian  fhore, 

And  I  lhall  never,  never  fee  you  more. 

But  fear  no  dorms,  for  though  you  prove  unkind, 

And  leave  fad  me  to  languifh  here  behind, 

I’le  court  the  Seas,  and  flatter  ev’ry  wind. 

To  the  Sea  Gods  I  will  devoutly  pray. 

That  to  lafe  Ports  they  may  your  Fleet  convey. 

To  dowry  Coafts,  where  you  fhall  happy  be, 

Unlels  fometimes  you  figh  and  mourn  for  me,  [ Exeunt  -  fever  ally 

ACT.  V. 

S  C  E  N  E,  Some  public^  Place  of  the  City . 

«  . 

Circes  Four  Maids . 

1  Maid .  Moon  and  Stars  give  but  a  fickly  light. 

2  Ma.  i  Birds  ofill  Omen  hither  make  their  flight. 

3  Ma.  Much  blood  the  fiery  Queen  defigns  to  (hed< 

4  Ma.  Orefles  from  her  luftful  arms  is  fled. 

j  Ma.  Her  bright  allurements  did  his  Youth  betray. 

2  Ma.  Carelefs  in  her  inchanted  Groves  he  lay. 

3  Ma.  From,  thence  his  Grecians  did  their  Leaders  forded 

4  Ma.  And  now  they  all  to  Argos  fleer  their  Courfe. 


1  Ma.  She  with  the  Ocean  and  the  winds  does  treat. 

2  Ma .  Toraife  up  ftorms  and  wrack  the  Grecian  Fleet. 

3  Ma.  Where  e  re  (he  moves  infe&ious  vapours  rife. 

4  Ma.  She  breaths  deftru&ion,  blafting  with  her  Eyes. 

Scene  Second,  Enter  Circe. 

Cir.  He's  gone,  he’s  gone  /  See  with  what  fullen  pride 
His  mighty  Ships  on  the  fmOoth  Ocean  ride : 

The  quiet  Waves  an  awful  filence  keep  5 
The  dreadful  winds  in  their  deep  Caverns  deep: 

All  crimes  are  fafg,  how  calm  the  Seas  appear : 

And  yet  there  is  a  perjur’d  Lover  there: 

Falfe  Men  come  learn  of  the  unconftant  wind: 

Learn  of  the  <Seas,  nay  learn  of  Women  kind  5 
We  and  the  winds  can  boaft  that  we  are  true  : 

Fix’d  as  the  Poles  compar’d  to  faithlels  You. 

1  Ma,  She  to  eternal  ruin  (inks  apace : 

2  Ma.  VVe  (hall  this  day  with  mighty  mifchiefs  grace  2 

3  Ma.  End,  end,  as  nobly  as  thou  haft  begun  : 

4  Ma.  Things  of  deep  horror  fhall  this  night  be  done. 

Cir.  Sink  him  ye  winds,  his  Ships  ye  Lightning  burn  5 

Orejles^  my  Orejles0  ah  return! 

Ruin  /  Eternal  plagues,  I  Love  him  yet. 

Repent  a  little,  .1  can  all  forget. 

Why  do  I  fpeak  to  him  that  cannot  hear  } 

Nor  will  the  winds  my  (orrows  to  him  bear: 

Cruel  Orejies  whither  doft  thou  flie? 

Fahe  Man  return,  ftay,  ftay,  and  (ee  me  die. 

1  Ma.  Do  not  th’  infernal  Pow’rs  you  quarrel  own. 

2  Ma.  Think  you  their  malice  is  unadtive  grown. 

3  Ma.  Dread  Queen,  what  vengeance  are  you  pleas’d  to  take. 

4  Ma.  Speak  and  the  frighted  Univerfe  (hall  (hake. 

AH.  Speak  and  the  frighted  Univerfe  fhall  fhake. 

Cir.  I  can  no  more  my  Spells  or  Magick  boaft, 

My  myftick  Druggs  have  all  their  vertue  loft  ; 

I  fee  the  Gods  have  now  decreed  my  fall  3 
I  am  forfaken  and  betray’d  by  all : 

Ev’nmy  own  Son  was  wounded  at  the  Head 
Of  Troops  which  he  agairift  his  Country  kd. 
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The  Rebel  on  the  adverfe  fide  did  fight, 

Ayding  that  faithlefs  Grecian  in  his  flight. 

SCENE  Third. 

Enter  Ithacus  brought  in  wounded  with  Jeveral 

Souldiers . 

1  Mat  Here  he  is  come  your  pardon  to  intreat. 

2  Ma,  And  then  expire  contented  at  your  feet. 

Cir.  Ah,  why  muft  I  that  fatal  objed  lee ! 

I  have  no  leifure  now  to  weep  for  thee. 

1th,  Forgive  me,  Madam,  that  my  Sword  I  drew 
To  fight  for  them,  who  were  condemn’d  by  you : 

But  all  that  1  have  done  was  in  defence, 

Of  Virtue  and  afflicted  Innocence. 

Her  fears  did  wretched  Iphigenia  bring 
To  me  for  ayd  againft  the  luftful  King. 

The  bloody  Tyrant  had  defign’d  that  file 
The  Vidim  to  his  dire  revenge  fhould  be  : 

His  boafting  rage  proclaim’d  th’  intended  Rape, 

Then  I  did  fight  to  purchafe  her  efcape. 

Cir.  Afflided  Beauty,  you  did  bravely  aid, 

But.  by  your  vertue  we  are  all  betray'd. 

That  Tray  tor  help’d  his  Enemies  5  and  you,  S  Turning  to  the 
By  your  bafe  Cowardife  betray’d  me  too.  <•  Souldiers , 
Which  of  you  all  Renown  with  danger  fought, 

Like  gawdy  Warriours  of  the  Court  you  fought. 

Weallare  ruin’d  by  your  bale  retreat  5 

The  deatb  y ou  fear’d  your  (hall  in  torments  meet. 

And  Rebel  I  will  fmile,  to  fee  thee  bleed  5 
May’ll  thou  thenceforth  only  the  Fadiouslead, 

And  may  thy  Counfels  ever  be  betray’d  3 
Give  Hill  good  Orders,  and  be  ne’re  obey  d. 

And  in  thy  age  * - — 

May  all  the  Laurels  thou  hall  toy  I’d  for  long, 

Be  ravilh’d  from  thee  to  adorn  the  young. 

1th „  Death,  death  has  blafted  all  my  Lawrels  now. 

And  they  begin  to  wither  on  my  brow. 

Vidorious  Death  feifes  on  every  part, 

Weak  Nature  flies  for  refuge  to  the  Heart, 

The 


48  CIRCE. 

The  Spirits  there  a  while  maintain  the  Field, 

Struggle  a  little,  but  at  laft  mutt  yield.  [ Faints  away, 

Cir ,  Oh,  ftay  brave  Youth!  See  how  my  anger  dies, 

And  nature  is  triumphant  in  my  eyes  ••  [Weeps. 

Alas !  he’s  gone - - - - 

He  fet  out  early,  and  did  nobly  run 

Honour’s  great  Race,  Oh/  that  the  Word  were  done.* 

MyMagick  profpers,  heark !  the  Heav’ns  perform  $  Storm  within, 

.  A  dreadful  Juftice,  Grecian ,  dread  this  Storm  3  *  Thunder ,  8cc. 
Tremble  to  hear  the  angry  Billows  roar  5 
Revenge  and  Death  attend  thee  on  the  Shore.jjTo  one  of  the  Nymphs. 
Flieto  Orejies0  mount  the  fwifteft  wind. 

With  frenzy  and  wild  rage  infed  his  mind  : 

Torment  him  (till  afrelh -  [  Thunder  again. 

Work  on  my  charms,  let’s  to  my  Cave  retire, 

And  there  againft  the  World  and  Man  confpire.  5  Exeunt  Circe 

r  and  the  Maids 

SCENE  Fourth. 

Enter  Ofmida,  led  in  by  two  Women . 

O/m.  Do  we  then  all  a  fruitlefs  homage  pay  } 

Heav’n  will  not  hear  a  harmlefs  Virgin  pray. 

There  was  no  Saint  among  the  bleft  above, 

Whom  in  thy  caufe  I  did  not  hourly  move. 

I  hop’d  the  Idol  of  my  heart  to  fee, 

And  mov’d  the  Greeks  by  Tears  to  fet  me  free  : 

From  them  and  Death  how  gladly  did  I  fly  > 

But  I  muft  here  do  fomething  more  than  die. 

His  Eyes  are  (hut  by  Death’s  Eternal  (leep. 

Wake  /  wake  to  fee  wretched  Ofmida  weep. 

Ah  let  thy  Soul  but  one  fhort  moment  ftay, 

I  have  a  thoufand  tender  things  to  fay.  [fthacus  revives . 

1th ,  My  Soul  has  been  through  many  wonders  lead  3 
Who  is  fo  envious  to  difturb  the  dead  .<? 

Who  art  thou  ? 

*  * 

Ofm.  - -  One  long  toft  in  ftorms  of  Love, 

Butto  Death’s  quiet  home  at  laft  I  move. 

1th.  Ofmidahere !  (he fome  good  Angel  feeras 
Waiting  about  me  with  Celeftial  Dreams, 

Such 
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Such,  and  fo  fair  as  yon,  from  Heav’n  defcend, 

And  on  the  thoughts  of  dying  Saints  attend. 

Peace  and  Forgivenefsin  their  looks  they  bring. 
And,  round  their  dwellings,  Hymns  of  triumph  fing. 

Ofm.  No,  no,  I  come  like  a  Religious  Spie, 

To  dive  into  your  thoughts  before  you  die. 

When  Death  approaches,  men  begin  to  feaf. 

And  will  the  preaching  of  Religion  hear  : 

Come,  your  vain  Idol  you  muft  caft  away. 

To  me  and  Truth  your  1  aft  devotion  pay. 

On  faithlefs  Iphigema  think  no  more. 

1th.  With  how  unkind  a  hafte  (he  left  thefhore. 
Flying,  unhappy  Me,  (he  (igh’d  indeed. 

And  wept  a  little  when  (he  faw  me  bleed, 

Ofm .  How  ill  is  all  my  tenderrlefs  repaid  5 
Your  dying  thoughts  court  that  ungrateful  Maid  5 
Forgetting  wretched  me  3  is  nothing  due 
To  one  who  kindly  comes  to  die  with  you. 

Ith.  Oh  fair  Ofmida ,  here  I  humbly  own 
Your  goodnefs  is  atlaft  viftorious  grown. 

If  Nature  could  my  leafe  of  Breath  renew, 

I  would  employ  it  all  in  fighs  for  you. 

All  my  devotion  has  till  now  been  blind  : 

In  your  Love’s  true  Divinity  I  find. 

Ofm.  Now  you  are  kind,  nor  have  I  vainly  pray'd 
All  my  paft  miferies  are  more  than  payd, 

And  I  am  happy,  Lovers  think  they  gain, 

To  have  an  hour  of  Joy  for  years  of  pain. 

We  have  no  need  of  life,  come  let  us  go, 

Andfeek  the  melancholy  (hades below: 

Here  cruel  difeord,  noife,  and  bus’nefs  reign  5 
Poor  Lovers  have  no  leifure  to  complain, 

No  time  to (igh  5  we’le  choofe  fome  filent  Grove, 
There  tell  fad  Tales  of  unfuccefsful  Love  : 

But,  oh  /  amongft  thofe  Stories  there  is  none 
Will  prove  fo  full  of  forrow  as  our  own. 

lih.  A  long  farewell,  oh  may  you  frefhly  bloom, 
When  I  (hall  lie  and  wither  in  the  Tomb. 

I  hope  the  blood  inchaceofGlory  fhed, 

Will  reft  and  never  plead  againft  the  dead. 

H 
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Ofm ,  Who  (hall  be  mourners,  when  fuch  Virtue  dyes, 

I  cannot  weep,  for  Love  has  drain’d  my  Eyes. 

I  need  noP  oyfon,  nor  no  Sword,  for  Grief, 

To  all  my  pains,  has  brought  a  kind  relief. 

Death’s  leaden  hand  about  my  heart  I  feel. 

From  thefe  pale  Lips  fome  kifles  I  will  fteal  3 
For  Death  is  filent,  and  the  Theft  will  hide  : 

I  courted  Heav’n  with  Pray’rs.to  be  thy  Bride, 

And  fo  I  am,  the  Tomb’s  our  Bridal  Bed  3 

Our  Nuptial  Feaft  we  keep  among  the  dead.  [  Ofmida  dml 


SCENE.  Fifth. 

Enter  the  Four  Maids. 


1  Ma .  Sure  now  the  World  will  be  afraid  of  light  $ 

And  wifh  to  mourn  in  everlafting  Night  : 

Dire  things  are  done ,  the  Grecian  Fleet  is  loft, 

Shipwrack’t  by  Magick  on  the  Scythian  Coaft. 

2  Ma.  Revenge  and  Love  the  luftful  Queen  divide  ? 

Her  tender  thoughts  (lie  ftrives  in  vain  to  hide  : 

Amid’ft  her  rage,  revenge  and  melting  tears. 

In  all  his  Spoiles  triumphant  Love  appears. 

3  Ma.  Yet  her  great  Mind  does  for  revenge  prepare  °7 
Here  we  muft  wait,  her  charms  have  feiz’dthe  air, 

Their  force  Orejles  does  already  find, 

Hither  he  moves,  mad  as  the  Northern  Wind. 

SCENE.  Sixth. 

Enter  Oreftes  mad.  [Storm  herd. 


Oref.  By  Heav’n  my  Prayersfhall  ne’re  this  ftorm  appeafe, 
light,  fight  ye  Clouds  again!!  the  foaming  Seas.  \  Storm  and 
Blow  on,  blow  on,  why  fhould  the  fenfelefs  wind,  ?  Lightning . 
Or  the  wild  Ocean  be  to  vertue  kind,  0The  cave  of  the  God  of 

Whom  many  rougher  Storms  at  Land  purfue,g  phobam,’  ant  me* 
Where  fhe,  alas,  is  without  flielter  too.  u  pheus. 

Be  loud  thou  Tempeft  and  difturb  the  deep,  [Lond  florm* 

I  will  be  calm  as  Infants  when  they  fieep.  [  Sits  down* 

Begin  the  deedly  charm,  fo  Planets  move,  c  they  wifromd 
z  Ma.  And  thus  the  illevents  confpire  above.  1  0re^es* 

V  ,  " '  3  Ma\ ' 


3  Ma.  Pray’rs  and  odd  Numbers,  words  of  Myftick  found, 

4  Ma.  Devoutly  we  pronounce,  and  walk  around. 

All .  Afcend,  afcend,  afcend  /  thou  God  of  deep  3 

1  Ma.  Thy  leaden  Wand  in  juice,  of  Poppy  deep; 

2  Ma.  Bring  (lumber  from  thofe  little  quiet  Cells  ^ 

Where  lazy  Vertue  in  retirement  dwells. 

Shunning  the  cares  of  Courts, 

4  Ma,  - -  —  And  in  thy  Train. 

1  Ma.  Bring  the  Phantaftick  off-fprings  of  the  Brain.1 

2  Ma.  Dreams  of  all  forts. 

1  Ma.  - Some  in  a  pleafing  Drels. 

3  Ma.  Such  as  glad  Lovers  full  of  hope  poflefs.  c  The  pleafani 

4  M*.  Some  dreadful,  fuchas  to  the  guilty  com^Dreams  rifes. 
And  tell  (ad  Stories  of  their  future  doom. 

God  of  Sleep  Sings. 

T 

He  Noije  of  humane  life  forfake, 

{-  Where  Love  and  Bus’nefs  l^epthe  World  awake , 

Some  quiet  Manfton  feeff 
Where  Fame's  loud  call  pall  notour  flumbers  break. 

But  happy  Ignorance  upon  thy  carelejs  breafl 

Met  kinky  we  take  the  gentlejl  refl. 

Chorus.  Sleep,  fleep  !  within  a  drowfie  Cave , 

Darl^i  dark^i  and  ft  lent  as  the  Grave.  [Dance. 

Phanfy  enters  with  the  pleafant  Dreams ,  Phanfy  Dances ,  thepleafant 
Dreams  png  and  dance  an  Entry  to  the  Song ,  to  which  Mupch^ 
there  is  an  Eccho  in  the  Clouds.  Three  Spirits  reply 
to  the  Dancers  below. 

Song  for  the  Dreamer , 

MV.  ^  f  i  ,, 

Aids  in  Wipes  fir  etch  and  pant  3 
Wives  the  Nightly  blejjing  want. 

Chorus.  Careful  Love  their  torment  fees , 

Sends  e’m  Dreams ,  and  they  have  cafe. 

VC  omen  can  be  chafe  in  fpite. 

Gallants  mu  ft  retire  to  Night. 

Chor.  Careful  Love ,  &c. 

h  2  .  ,, : ;  # 
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As  Morpheus  fings  the  Two  firfi  lives ,  the  Scene  changes. 

into  a  place  of  Horrcr, 

Phobetor  Sings, 

one  fair  Vijions ,  to  the  Court  remove, 

Whoje  bus'ncfs  is  to  dream  of  Love  $ 

And  you  blacky  terrors  of  the  Night  appear  5 
Lou  wild  Creations  of  our  Wilder  fear  $ 

,v  2?;/  difmal,Viftcns  that  on  guilt  attend. 

Furies  and  Fiends  from  Hell  afeend  5 
Religion  finds  you  better  far  than  Law , 

To  rule  Mankind  and  keep  the  World  in  awe  1, 

Oh  horror ,  horror  from  Death's  gloomy  fijade^ 

Arife ,  <zr//e  /  the  frighted  World  invade. 

An  Entry  of  the  frightful  Dreams,  Clytimneftra’s- 
Ghofl  afeends, 

Gho.  Awake,  awake,  thy  Mother’s  Ghoft  is  Come, 

From  Death’s  abode,  her  Urn,  and  quiet  Tomb  5 
To  vifit  Nature,  holy  things  I  fliun, 

And  haunt  the  Dreams  of  my  inhuman  Son*. 

Thy  Sword  did  fend  me  to  Eternal  Night  y 
My  angry  Ghoft  fhallftill  thy  {lumbers  fright  j 
Now  humane  kind  in  deep  their  cares  forlakc, 

Even  Guilt  it  felf  fome  little  reft  does  take, 

And  none  buttherevengefuWare  awake. 

A  mighty  Vengeance  Circe  does  prepare, 

In  this  deep  filence  her  wing’d  Charriots  bear 
The  dire  Inchantrels  through  th5  unwholefome  air. 

Brooding  ill  Fate  file  fits  upon  a  Cloud  : 

Thrice  the  bad  Genious  of  the  world  has  bow’d, 

And  thrice  has  own’d  her  Pow’r,  the  Charm  is  done. 

And  now  thedifmal  bus’nds  is  begun. 

You  flying  Plagues  feile,  (eife  this  impious  Son. 

1  M aid.  Her  beauty  fcorn’d,  Circe  refolves  to  prove 
Cruel  as  the  firft  thoughts  of  injur’d  Love, 

Oh  tremble,  tremble,  and  refift  no  more:. 

Beauty’s  a  Tyrant  jealous  of  its  Pow’r- 

2  \U/d, 
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2  M did.  A  black  revenge  her  fury  has  defign’d, 

But  fighing  at  her  feet  your  pardon  feek, 

And  the  relenting  Beauty  will  be  kind, 

As  the  laft  words  vyhich  dying  Lovers  fpeak. 

Oreftes  wakes,  the  Scene  vanifies ,  the  Dreams  and  Ghoffc 
fink^  down  by  degrees ,  the  Bower  vanifhes. 

Oref.  Defcend  to  burning  Lakes,  hot  as  thy  luft. 

Ill  boding  Vifion,  my  Revenge  was  juft. 

Night  through  the  World  does  folid  darknefs  fpread. 

The  gaping  Monuments  reftore  their  dead, 

Who  range  about,  his  the  laft  dreadful  day  5 

The  Earth  and  Heav'ns  begin  to  melt  away,  c  Darts  of  Lightning? 

On  Clouds  of  Fire  deftroying  Angels  fly  5  £  Thunder . 

Muft  this  great  F rame  diflblve  and  Nature  die, 

SCENE  Seventh. 

Enter  Py  lades  and  Iphigenia  with  the  S  Thunder  and  Light- 
Grecian.  Train.  *  ning  here , 

Pyl.  Sure  all  the  Elements  our  fall  confpire. 

Loud  Storms  at  Sea,  at  Land  confuming  Fire 
Purfues  us  ftilJ. 

Iph. - But  why  ftiould  Virtue  fear. 

When  with  their  murd*ring  fhafts  the  Gods  appear. 

Guilt  tremble  thou  v.  hen  Heav’ns- wing’d  Vengeance  flies 
Through  fl  ighted  Cities,  or  when  Storms  arife. 

Ore/.  F rofn  Earths  deep  hollow  dreadful  e  Groans  under- 
groans  are  lent,  c  the  Earth. 

And  Nature  labours  with  fume  great  event. 

Approach, approach, direthings  (hall  be  difclos’d,  c  Vrarving  Pyl.  ancU 
My  mind  is  wilder  now  than  Luft  oppos’d.  c  Iph.  near  him » 
Come  wed  out-think  young  Prophets,  and  out-dream 
Religion,  let  Ambition  be  our  Theam. 

Come,  the  tumultuous  World  w’e'l  vifitnow. 

There  tofucceflful  Vice  the  virtuous  bow, 

The  Pious  quarrel,  Ignorance  is  loud, 

All  is  amifs,  in  Schools  the  Wife  are  proud* 

A* 
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At  Court  they  patient  Modeffy  defpife, 

Only  the  impudent  are  fure  to  rife : 

I’l  found  a  Trumpet,  and  the  dead  Qiall  wake  $ 
The  frighted, Planets  {hall  their  Grbsforfake# 
And  all  with  me  to  better  Worlds  retire. 


SCENE  Eighth. 

Enter  Thoas  with  the  Scythians. 

Tho.  If  Glory  e’re  thy  youthful  blood  did  fire  y 
If  thy  great  Race  has  taught  thee  to  afpire, 

Follow  where  I  and  my  revenge  (hall  lead, 

•That  undifturb’d  we  may  together  bleed  .* 

Grecian ,  this  day  thou  art  decreed  to  die, 

If  thou  dar’ff  fight,  and  Heav’n  (land  neuter  by. 

Oref.  Ha!  art  not  thou  that  hungry  Monfter  Povv’r, 

That  feeds  on  all,  then  does  it  felf  devour? 

Tho.  All  things  to  Univerfal  Ruinhaffe, 

Affiifted  Nature  feemsto  breath  herlaft. 

My  Throne  muff  fall  by  your  Eternal  doom  5 
To  fink  with  Empire  1  Oh  you  Gods  I  come: 

If  I  have  ought  deferv’d  for  ev’ry  hour, 

In  which  I  have  groan’d  ,  beneath  the  weight  of  Pow’r  : 

Let  me  expire  reveng’d,  [Maizes  at  Oreffes,  who  draws , 

Oref.  - - — — * - I’l  not  ingage, 

Thy  clamours  fhall  not  rouze  my  fleeping  rage :  QPyl.  draws. 

Pyl.  Awake,  awake  !  the  glorious  Youth  does  (land 
With  Wars  fwift  Lightning  ufelefs  in  his  hand. 

Tho .  Fall  on  /  revenge  come  quicken  and  infpire, 

Be  thou  inftead  of  all  my  youthful  fire. 

[Eight  ^  Ores.  If  Is  Tho.  they  drh'c  off  the  ScytEun  Soldiers, 

Oref  Bold  Wretch  lie  there,  my  Courage  now  is  warm, 
Bloody  as  Womens  Luff,  deaf  as  a  Storm.  . 


SCENE  Ninth,  and  lad. 

Enter  Circe,  with  her  Maids,  Sprits ,  Guards  and  Attendants, 

Circe.  Unfit  for  Empire,  I  muff  Rule  no  more, 

Firmnefs  I  want,  that  flrongfupport  of  PcwY: 

Tis 


Tis  Refolution  makes  Heav’ns  Empire  great  5 
Like  a  weak  States-men  in  Tome  turn  of  State, 

Wild,  unrefolv’d  I  ftand,  eternal  pains. 

High,  fierce  defires,  are  boiling  in  my  Veins, 

I  tnuft  enjoy  him,  and  the  fire  allay. 

The  raging  flames  that  on  my  Vitals  prey. 

But  witnefs,  Hell  /  I  would  like  Lightning,  blaft. 

Burn  and  confume  whatever  I  embrac’d. 

Oref.  Ha  /  Beauty  here  1  thy  wicked  Arts  I  know. 
What  pains,  and  difcorddoeff thou  breed  below! 

There  Wifdom,  and  there  Pow’r,  thou  lead’d:  aft  ray, 
H  from  thy  Poyfon  flie.— — 

Cir.  - - - - — Orefles ,  ftay  ! 

Oh  ftay  /  with  thy  inchanting  prefence  keep 
Thefe  Hells,  and  this  tormenting  Rage  afleep  3 
Once  you  were  kind,  on  floury  Beds  you  lay, 

In  Bow’rs,  like  infant  Nature,  frefhandgay^ 
Wreathing  the  Mirtle  Garlands  for  your  Brows, 

Fixt  on  your  looks,  and  liftning  to  your  Vows, 

All  day  I  fate. - 

Orcf.  - ■ —  Away  bewitching  fair  ! 

Fatal,  expenfive,  ruinous  as  War.  ] 

Shall  I  fit  idle  by  my  Senate  aw’d,  ' 

While  Neighbouring  Princes  get  renown  abroad  Y* 

No,  let  me  loofe,  I  thould  the  World  o’recome, 

Did  not  ill  Subje&s  keep  me  poor  at  home; 

I  would  be  one  of  thofe  the  Gods  did  make 
With  reftlefs  Minds,  to  keep  the  World  awake,  . 

A  fam’d  Deftroyer. 

Cir.  - , — - Then  come  joy  n  with  me  .* 

I  hate  the  World,  and  would  deftruftive  be. 

At  our  command'  Plagues  through  the  Earth  {haH'range^ 
War,  new  Religion,  univerfal  change, 

Hot  fighting  zeal,  ambition,  all  that  can 
Bring  fwift  deftruffion  on  Ungrateful  Man, 

Wing’d  with  our  fury  through  the  world  ftiail  flie  5 
The  World  3  even  lov’d  by  mifery  !  but  I 
Would  fee  it  loft,  Nature  arid  Order  die, 

See  all  confume  in  Univerfal  fire  5 
Injoy  but  him,  and  then  my  felf  expire*  • 


5^  CIRC  E. 

Orcf.  Oh  noble  rage /be  ready  Warriour!  prove 
That  my  great  heart  (loops  to  the  Tyrant  Love. 

Once  the  foft  poyfondid  infeft  my  Mind  5 
Like  all  new  Lovers,  diligent,  and  kind  5 
At  Circe's  feet  I  lay,  but  (he  is  dead, 

And  to  the  Grave  by  Mourning  Cupids  lead : 

Shew  me  the  Tomb  that  (hall  her  A(hes  keep, 

There  1  will  trued  Penitence  out  weep. 

Cir.  Mad  as  the  Winds  L  bring  me  thepow’rful  juice 
Which  Herbs  from  the  RLmovian  Vales  produce. 

Gather’d  at  (acred  hours,  refrcfhhis  Mind 
With  that  cool  mixture,  and  the  charm  unbind, 

I  hen  bring  the  Mighty  Philters  that  excite 
"i  he  cold  and  tardy  Lover  to  delight : 

L)own  fierce  defires,  I  wifti  and  think  too  high. 

Nature,  my  Riots  but  this  hour  fupply. 

Love’s  flowing  Wealth  1  would  at  once  confume, 

Intail  not  my  delights  on  years  to  come. 

Ore/.  The  Moon  does  ficken  atfome  difmal  fight. 

The  Stars  grow  dim,  fhrowd  me  Eternal  Night. 

Thou  art  —  [  T0  Circe. 

My  Mother’s  Ghofl  fo  melting  with  defire, 

Wild  breathing  fhort  her  Breafts,  and  Eyes  a  fire, 

She  met  th’  Adulterer.  Go  bear  to  Hell, 

That  (hallow  plotting  man,  that  would  rebell  5 
He  that  does  fadions  in  a  City  breed, 

Unfit  thofe  Fa&ions  to  advifeor  lead  , 

That  difeontented  trifle  burn  and  tear, 

But  ho,  thou  facred  Ghofl,  Orefles  fpare. 

Cir.  Iam  thy  Mothers  Ghofl,  but  lent  from  Heav’n 
With  order  to  pronounce  thy  Crimes  forgiven. 

Thy  fatal  Murder  is  forgotten  now, 

Shake  off  your  Sorrows,  and  uncloud  your  brow. 

Reft  on  my  bofome,  Calm  your  noble  Mind, 

The  Pow'rs  above  bad  me  be  foft  and  kind.  j*  Embraces  him. 

Orcf.  Bleft  (hade  am  I  forgiven  }  away  my  fear, 

Zeal  is  deceiv’d  to  paint  the  Gods  fevere. 

Let’s  fee k  the  lading  home  which  Heav’n  prepares: 

I  am  grown  (ick  of  life  and  mortal  cares, 
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CIRCE. 

Cir .  Come,  you  (hall  be  to  a  calm  Region  brought) 

Where  Wifdom  is  no  more  difttirb’d  with  thought. 

Where  Valour  refts,  we  will  bleft  Youth  remove 
To  the  forgetful  carelefs  (hades  of  Love  5 
In  thin  attire,  fuchas  may  loofely  fly. 

And  hide  no  beauty  from  the  Lover’s  Eye. 

Trembling  I’le  come,  you  in  my  looks  (hall  read 
In  my  (hort  fighs  and  blulhes  what  I  need, 

Then  we’l  retire  to  feaft  otiev’ry  fweet. 

With  which  the  Youthful  do  the  Youthful  meet  5 

Tir’d  with  delights - 

Ores * - Witnefs  ye  Pow’rs  of  Hell  [^Starts  from  Circe. 

How  juftly  my  adulterous  Mother  fell; 

Thy  luft  extends  it  felf  beyond  the  Tomb, 

And  thy  inceftuous  Ghoft  is  hither  come  5 Circe  goes  to  him,  and 

T o  tempt  the  Vertue  of  thy  wretched  Son.  1  °ffers  t0  embrace  him . 

No:  thofe  Embraces  Nature  bids  me  fhun.  (*  A  Voice  under  the 

Hark, hark!  myEather groans/ a diftnal  found-ij  ^artfy  cms >  Pre' 
He  cries.  Prepare  to  give  the  fatal  wound  :  ^  Pare*  PreParet 

Rill,  kill  /  th5  Adultrels  5  Stabs  Circe. 

«  All  the  Stage  is  darken'd. 

G>-— ; - —  Summon  all  my  Art ,  cshe  pnk,  in  lhe 

Furies  ar|d  Hell!  the  Sword  has  reach’d  my  heart.  <  Arms  of  her 

1  v.  4  L  Women. 

Ores,  ^ind  me  with  Fate,  yet  I  the  Chains  will  break, 

Are  not  ^11  Women  falfe  ?  Immortals  l  fpeak. 

Falfer  thati  Science  5  1  to  Death  will  run, 

Their  falfehoods  and  my  Wretched  Self  to  fhun. 

[Kill*  himfelf  and  dies,  Pyl,  and  Iph.  run  to  him, 

Cir.  Pow’r  /  Wifdom!  guard  me  from  the  Tyrant  Death. 

All  Ma.  No,  Fate  has  fummon’d,  you  muft  yield  your  Breath. 
Cir.  Is  it  decreed?  the  World,  Time,  Nature  call/ 

Tell  e’m  they  muft  prepare  to  grace  my  fall  5 
Such  Greatnefs  cannot,  cannot  (ink  alone. 

DiUolve  the  Earth,  threaten  th’  Immortal  Throne. 

To  its  firft  Chaos  let  the  World  return. 

This  folid  Mafs  ye  darted  Lightnings  burn  :  ZSpirits  bearing 
Earths  hollow  Caverns  let  the  Winds  forfake  ^Torches  fife  crofs 
Burft  their  dark  Prifons,  and  the  Center  (hak e.dtfo  Stage. 


My 


5S  CIRCE. 

My  flaming  Guard  unfix  the  Poles,  and  tear 
Each  fatal  Planet  from  his  (hining  Sphere.  3  Horrid  Mujid { 
>  It  Thundery. 

The  Stage  is  tvholly  darken'd,  and  the  City  of  a  fetddcn 

is  a  Fire. 

Iph.  Why  does  my  Glafs  of  Life  (o  flowly  run, 

The  Miferable  even  Death  does  (hun : 

Grief  kills  as  flow  as  Age ,  break  ftubborn  heart 
Oh  happy  death,  how  ftill  and  calm  thou  art  / 

How  toilfome  Life.- 

Move  fwiftly  Heaven  with  thy  avenging  fire, 

Whilft  in  the  flame  we  and  the  World  expire. 

Cir.  Deftroy,deftroy, the  Starry  Thrones  invade,  \ItThun- 
I,  like  good  peaceful  Kings,  am  ill  obey’d:  iders. 

Mufti  put  Nature  off,  and  be  refin’d? 

Become  alllpirit,  thought,  immortal  mind: 

Can  thought,  our  only  torment  here  on  Earth, 

Afford  fuch  pleafure  at  our  fecond  Birth  : 

When  we’re  in  Heaven,  I  fear  the  pious  boaft, 

In  Death’s  dark  Mift  let  all  of  nae  be  loft.  [Hies. 


The  End. 

—  — ■  I  -  ■  . W.I  '•  ■  * 
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By  the  Earl  of  R  OCHESTER. 


SO  me  few  from  Wit  have  this  true  Maxim  got , 

7  hat 5 tis  fill  better  to  be  pleas3 d  then  not. 

And  therefore  never  their  own  Torment  plot. 
While  the  Malitious  Critic  ks  fill  agree 
To  loath  each  flay  they  come  a7id  pay  to  fee  5 
The  firf  Igiow  9 tis  a  Meaner  part  of  fence 
To  find  a  fault,  the?i  tafle  an  Excellence , 

Therefore  they  praife  and f  rive  to  like ,  while  the fe 
Are  dully  vain  of  being  hard  to  pleafe . 

Poets  and  Women  have  an  Equal  Right 
To  hate  the  Dull ,  who  Dead  to  all  Delight 
Feel  pain  alone ,  and  have  no  Joy  but  fpite, 

’Twas  impotence  did  firf  this  Vice  begin , 

Fools  cenfure  Wit,  as  Old  men  rail  of  Sin, 

Who  Envy  Pleafure,  which  they  camiot  tafle. 

And  good  for  ?..  thing,  woudbe  wife  at  la  ft. 

Since  therefore  to  the  Women  it  appears ,  p 
That  all  ihefe  Enemies  of  Wit  are  theirs,  £f 
Our  Poet  the  Dull  herd  no  longer  fears, 

What  ere  his  fate  may  prove,  3 twill  be  his  pride. 
To  fund  or  fall,  with  Beauty  on  his  fide . 
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